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JS Special Invitation to bife Readers 


Special arranZements have been 
made with Dodge Brothers dealers 
to demonstrate the Senior Six to 
readers of Life Magazine. 


Simply call your local Dodge dealer 
and mention this invitation. A car 
will be delivered at your home or 
office and you can drive it anywhere 
you like. 


The moderate price of the Senior 
Rives you no hint of its magnificent 


Uon 








power,speed, smoothness and beauty. 


We want you to know what a re- 
markable performer it actually is; 
to experience personally its superb 
luxury and ridin ease. 


We want you to compare it with 
vehicles costin?, well over two thou- 
sand dollars, for you will discover 
the same charm of custom detail and 
the same effortless mastery of hiph- 
way and hill. R. S. V. P! 


ce BROTHERS 


enlor \ix 


ALSO THE STANDARD SIX $875 TO $970 AND THE VICTORY SIX $1045 TO $1170 
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The Essex 4-Door Sedan 


In the way women by thousands are turning to Essex 
is a story of the great and dynamic “‘man’s Super-Six” 
made beautiful for women, roomy and comfortable 
for all the family. 


You sit upon high-back, form-fitting seats upholstered 
in material that tells its quality to sight and to the 
touch. The winged radiator figure leads the eye out 
over a shining rhythm of cowl, hood, polished 
saddle type lamps and graceful arching fenders to 
the smoothly flying highroad. 


You have before you every control in their most 


natural and handy place. And all about you, the 
erage the weather-stripped doors, the silenced 

ody construction, the floor-matting and the hard- 
ware in graceful silvery patterns speak quietly and 
certainly of quality. 


In these and such things as the black rubber, steel- 
core, finger-scalloped steering wheel, carrying light, 
horn and throttle controls, the worm and tooth disc 
steering mechanism and the vertical radiator shutters, 
Essex visibly duplicates costly car practice, as it does 
also in the hidden things you never see. 


4-Door Sedan, $795; Coupe, $745 (Rumble Seat $30 extra); Coach, $735 


All prices f. 0. b. Detroit, plus war excise tax 
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Physical Culture—and What of It? 


Drowning King (With an Elaborate Nod to Samuel Hoffenstein) 


you manfully wake at an early hour, 
You swing your clubs and you take a shower; 
Swiftly you don each waiting vestment— 
present For ease and sloth you have only detestment. 
The breakfast is orange juice and oatmeal, 
A wholesome, strictly unchanging rote meal. 
T W O NEW STRAWS And then downtown—but not by subway, 
That sedentary, insipid dub way: 
You walk, with a step that’s long and lithesome, 
P Your whole demeanor is clean and blithesome. 
Jor Spring Into the office you stride with vigor— 
When you come in the place looks bigger 


And brighter and fuller of true vitality. 
No skeptic could doubt your firm reality. 


All morning you work with zest and ardor, 
You don’t know any one working harder. 
Your mind gives sane, untroubled service, 

It’s trained so as not to make you nervous. 
Instead of lunch you attend a gym class 
Which keeps your body inside the slim class. 
Your afternoon is a-throb with movement: 
A conference to discuss improvement 

Of business conditions; an interview with 

A keen reporter whom you imbue with 

The vast importance of keeping active; 
Some visits, then, with your most attractive 
Offers for sale. The day is over. 

You're pleased with yourself. You feel in clover. 
Of your happiness there is no question: 

You have good health and a good digestion. 


Then home, to a vegetarian dinner. 

Your wife’s a peach, a queen, a winner; 

You smile at her across the table, 

Glad you can cloak her in mink and sable. 

You rest a bit while your stomach settles— 
The world looks fine and nothing nettles. 

Then Jones comes in, who is rather fast—so 
You both play billiards. An hour is passed so. 
Jones leaves. You raise your hefty chest up 
And tell your Mrs. she should get dressed up. 
You're spicked yourself. You walk out prancing 
And take the wife to a hall of dancing. 
Perspiration from your body expends it, 

But Bernarr Macfadden recommends it. 

At eleven you're home and ready for sleeping; 
HESE faultlessly correct Your senses are still alert and leaping, 

But eight hours’ sleep is your stern desire. 

You smoothly remove the day’s attire. 

to our own design; they are With your middle-aged form you've been frank and 
, truthful 

sold only in our own stores and And struggled to keep it fit and youthful. 

will be worn only by our own The end of the day is like the beginning: 

bie ; Swinging the clubs and skipping and chinning 
fastidious clientele. And another shower that’s even colder yet 


straws were built expressly 


That they are priced with such What does it get you? You're one day older yet. 


A i — 1 tta. 
extreme moderation is additional Simone 


proof that at Browning-King Nubbville Spark 


even the highest excellence is BIG-CITY smarty visitin’ at Hoddy Hewgill’s plac 
says that Nubbville is in urgent need o’ more beauty 


never high priced. shops, per capita, than any place he knows of. 


New York—1 East 45th St., at 5th Avenue “ ELL,” sighed the householder as guests began back 
Chi Bitine & Cihedh...col 30 ee eee ing and turning their automobiles all over his fro 


yard, “it won’t be lawn now.” 
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THE ELCO THIRTY-EIGHT 


offering double-cabin comfort and privacy in 
a cruiser you, yourself, can easily handle 
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You are always welcome at 
Port Elco, where Elco mod- 
els are on display 


S Bim Elco Thirty-Eight is the most 
luxurious cruiser ever designed for 
one-man operation. There is an unusually 
large and well-protected bridge-deck amid- 
ships. The forward cabin accommodating 
four persons and the after cabin accom- 
modating two, are completely independent 
of each other, giving comfort and privacy 
impossible in a one-cabin boat. 

Elco also presents four other fine cruis- 
ers, from the popular Twenty- 
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Tue Tuirty-Eicut. 4 

new Elco model that has 

everywhere met with an en- 
thustastic reception. 


NS 
out where the blue water meets the blue 
sky. An Elco is a real home afloat, ready 
to carry you on the finest vacation you've 
ever known. 

There are many Elco models, in a wide 
range of prices. Liberal purchasing terms 
will gladly be arranged. Standardized 
construction has cut Elco costs to a mini- 
mum. Operating expenses are low, resale 
prices high, and Elcos are serviced every- 
where. 





Six to the luxurious Fifty. 
Embodying the experience of 
36 years, Elco boats are grace- 
ful, staunch and seaworthy. 
They will take you far away 


he Fif 
from heat and dust and crowd- The Fifty 





The Elco 1928 Fleet 


The Twenty-Six $ 2,975 
The Cruisette(34’)$ 5,950 
The Thirty-Eight $10,750 
The Forty-Two 


See the 1928 Elco Fleet at 
Port Elco, 247 Park Avenue. 
Let the boats themselves con- 
vince you of Elco superiority. 
If you cannot conveniently 
call at present, write for our 


$15,500 
$25,500 








ed roads, they will bring you 


Catalog L. 





4 MOTOR BOATS é 
Fe a SS ~_ ii a i ee Eee 


The Elco Works . . . PORT ELCO (Permanent Exhibit) 247 Park Avenue, at 46th Street, New York 


Distributors in Boston, Detroit, Los Angeles and Miami 
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Press the trigger... there's your light A Couple of Baseball Writers 
Get Together 


“How are you, Jones? How’s thy 
family? How are all the it 
Jonesmen, anyway?” 

“They shape up very well. In fac. 
they’re in fine fettle, Smith. Not , 
cripple on the roster. And how ay 
all the little Smithmen?” 

“The lads never looked better, 4 
dazzling bunch of stalwarts, in this 
humble writer’s opinion.” 

“Well, of course it’s a little early ty 
| make predictions, but I expect great 
| things of the kids. I figure them tp 
| bring home the bacon. They're bound 
| to come through with flying colors, iy 


A Silhouette Douglass in triple silvered case $10 





e 





this humble scribe’s opinion.” 
“Well, my youngsters carry them- 
selves well, too. Of course they stil] 





Standard or Slend have a lot to learn, but there’s one very 
Steunsite models we F | encouraging sign. They are willing to 
can be fitted with greene | listen to older and wiser heads.” 

this Douglass a -<sr-aieaaed “How’s Mrs. Smith? Still on the 


Douglass } : Me 
disabled list? 


“All she needs is a little warm 
weather. Just watch her in July. 
How’s Mrs. Jones?” 

“One hundred and sixty-five pounds 
of bone and muscle. Boarded a rattler 
for the Hub City this morning, to visit 


windshield... $1 






her relatives. She departed with the 
best wishes of all. She is scheduled to 
drop in first at Gotham for a little 





venunennn seen eet itll 
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ivory-hunting and then she'll be ready 
to tackle the Beaneaters.” 

“When my wife gets back into har 
ness again she is slated to invade the 
bailiwick of the Quakers.” 

“Well, so long. Don’t forget to look 
| me up when you storm the Smoky 
| City.” 

“All right—and you do the same 
when. you besiege the Windy City.” 


“All right.” 


Quite naturally 
youd choose 


an automatic lighter 
Lew 


And the Douglass is automatic. stance,are thin, graceful as amod- 


Tup. 

Just press the trigger — there's ern watch —a scarce 379 thou- P 

your light! So neatly done, soeas- _ sandths of an inch through. Notice Found Pasted on an 

; - 411 | Elevator Door 

ily; never a soiled hand or glove. You can always tell a Doug- : 
Precisely built, the Douglass lass; fully patented, they can't be — 1S ee to on = 

Lighter is alwaysdependable. Yet copied. You'll find Standard mod- ee ee eee 


- “¢ . has to get his sleep dont they and 
sturdiness and long life do not els from $5 and Silhouettes from real coe this tn will not be 


mean bulkiness. Quite the con- $10 to $1000 — at the better run betwixt 12 and 1 oclock a perso 
trary. shops. Douglass Fluid is there | must have their food now you can st 


Silhouette Douglasses, tor in- also, in convenient spouted cans. | the logick of that and on top of every’ 
| thing no one is requisted to ring hard 

on the bell or more than once | am m0! 
| deef I heerd you but unable to make t 
Sponsored by Th e Canada: | now have some sense I heerd you ! a” 
A. WW. Kyle Co., not deef. 


HARGRA FT 
Wrigley Bldg., D / ¢ ¢ 3 St. Nicholas St. —_—_—_ 
Chicago O77! AS X Montreal ye HY should fighters shake hands 





] before a battle?” inquires * 
’ igh te Z sports writer. Because vit is likely 2 
be the only time they'll touch © 

other during the scrimmage. 










































es 


iters 


"8 the 
- little 


‘Y. 


You swim— atop of all creation 








1 fact, 
Not a 


W ar 





™ A WARM sulphur pool, moonstone-coloured When you aren't swimming or playing 
n this A . awhite stone curb and balustrade... water games, you golf on the great new 
asli n girl in scarlet maillot, poised on the end course .. . you ride . . . you motor over the 
nly to of a spring-board, silhouetted against the new Kicking Horse Trail . . . you boat on 
a. towering Fairholme Range. . . a swan-dive in Lake Minnewanka or the Bow River 
ae perfect arc to the depths of the sulphur pool you tea-and-muffin on the terrace . . . you 
mgt .. what a picture! dance in the French ballroom. And in that 
Forty-five hundred feet up in the blue, com- brilliant, vital air, you feel younger every 
ion. manding the rushing torrent of the Bow, and day. Come now .. . this summer. The new 
v still one of the famous mountain views of theworld, wing gives the Banff Springs Hotel 600 
e vert the Banff Springs Hotel sits among its velvet rooms of metropolitan luxury; but it’s still 
ling to terraces. Here are the hotsprings towhich Indi- wise to make your reservations in advance. 
: ans once came for medicinal baths. The outdoor Open May 15. Full information and reserva- 
on the pool is 50 by 150 feet. The indoor pool almost tions from Canadian Pacific. Or Banff Springs 
as large. Rubbing and hot rooms complete. Hotel, Banff, Alberta, Canada. 
warm 


July. ee 


pounds 
rattler 
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to look 
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the bell 
a feller ' STE ere 
ey and 
not be 
person 

can set 
f every- 
ng hard At.anta: Suite 1017 Healey Building. Boston: 405 Boylston Street. Burrato: 160 Pearl Street. Carcaco: 71 East Jackson Blvd. Cincinnati: 201 Dixie Terminal Building. CLeve- 
. it tanv: 1010 Chester Avenue. Derrorr: 1231 Washington Blvd. Inp1aNapo.is: Merchants Bank Building. Kansas Crry: 723 Walnut Street. Los ANGELES: 621 South Grand Avenue. 

am nt Misxeapouts: 611 Second Avenue South. New York Madison Avenue at 44th Street. Omana: 727 Woodmen of World Building. Pattapetrnia: Locust Street at 15th. Prrrs- 

make it BURGH: 338 Sixth Avenue. Porttanp: 55 Third Street. San Francisco: 675 Market Street. St. Louis: 412 Locust Street. Seatrie: 1320 Fourth Avenue. Tacoma: 1113 Pacific 
Avenue. WasnincTon: 905 15th Street, N.W. In Canapa: Carcary: C. P. R. Station. Montreat: 141 St. James Street. Netson: Baker and Ward. Nortu Bay: 87 Main West. 

ou ] am Ori,wa: 83 a Secrest. SQuasec: Palais Station. Saint Joun: 40 King Street. Tonowro: ¢ C. P. R. Building. Vancouver: C, P. R. Station. Winurso: Main ma and Portage Ave. 
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_ & Canadian Pacific ) 


ikely World's Greatest Travel System SD . 


sh each 
fe Liners TO Europe AND Orient . . Cruises. . TRANSCCaNaADA Lmurrep . . Banrr . . CHaTeau FRONTENAC 
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RYSLER has wrought s 


H ‘ = 
(= the 112 h. p. Imperi- ae 


al ‘“*80” an entirely new kind 
of performance, style and 
appearance in the field of the 
finest cars...QIts engine is 
unmatched for smooth power. 
It has an extraordinary re- 
serve to achieve further mar- 
vels in speed, acceleration 
and hill-climbing ... 4 Its 
bodies are remarkable for 
their long, graceful lines, 
their fine upholstery and 
fittings, charm and diver- 
sity of chromatic colorings, 
and are indeed luxurious 
without even a hint of 
over-ornamentation ... 
q OwnershipofaChrysler 
Imperial “80” indicates 
appreciation of the 
finest in motor Cars. 


— 


ed closed custom-built body types by Chrysler, 


b, Locke and LeBaron, ranging in price from 


SEB IPR RT 37 


 Y $6795. All prices f. o. b. Detroit, subject SHAE ERMA b | 


t Federal excise tax. Chrysler dealers are 
ion to extend the convenience of time payments. 
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The Swing of the Pendu- 
jum, or Virtue Triumphant 


“Our girls are tired of immodesty and 
joose-living. They are going to return 
to the sweet womanliness of their grand- 
mothers !"—Interview with an optimistic 


evangelist. 

EEP down in her heart of hearts, 

Delicia was a good girl. She had 
heen caught in the terrible mad whirl- 
pool of jazz living; she had kissed, she 
had sat out dances, she had drunk rasp- 
verry cordial, but as we just stated (see 
sbove) deep down, etc., she was a good 
girl....“I can’t go on like this,” she 
gurmured, “smoking and drinking, 
ristering, for if I do I shall surely rue 
it! The Victorians were right; from 
now on, I shall live a Clean Life.” 

“Mr. Steve Grainery,” announced the 
trim maid. 

“Well, well, Delish,” smiled Steve, 
the dark pouches under his eyes crin- 
\ling merrily. ““How’s the head to-day? 
Pretty bad, is it, baby?” 

“Baby?” queried Delicia, a puzzled 
light in her newly innocent eyes. “What 
isa baby?...Oh, I know ” a slow, 
painful blush suffused her features— 
“I prefer not to mention such subjects, 
Mr. Grainery. It is not nice.” 

Steve leaned against some furniture, 
nd gasped, “It certainly must have 
been worse stuff than I got—I’m all 
right this morning! Why don’t you 
take a Turkish bath? You'll be your 
old sweet self after you've been steamed 
all pink.” 

Delicia hid her flaming face, shud- 
dering. Then her pure womanly spirit 
asserted itself—her head came up, her 
eyes flashed fire. 

“Sir!” she said. “My father would 
be uncontrollable with rage did he but 
know that you had addressed me thus! 
He would give you a good kick in the 
pants!... Leave me, sir! Begone!” 

“My God!” moaned Steve, as he 
closed the door and tip-toed away. 

“My God, he swore!” Delicia 
breathed—and_ fainted. 

When she recovered consciousness 
she was in her own little bed and her 
maid was feeding her smelling salts. 

“I have regained my womanliness,” 
was her first happy thought. “Civiliza- 
tion is vindicated!...I shall endeavor 
to forget the past. Some day I shall 
marry a desirable young man—” here 
she blushed prettily—‘‘and, who knows, 
perhaps when we have been married a 
suitable length of time, the music of 
little voices may ring through these old 
halls. At any rate, I am firmly re- 
‘olved that, with the help of Heaven 
and the Campfire Girls, I shall grow 
into one hell of a fine woman!” 

Heman Fay, Jr. 












Ir’s Coming—Nezt Week—the NEW LIFE! 
See Page 41 

















“No-dhis windshield 
will not shatter” 


* Wave 


“Because it’s Triplex—the glass that will not shatter.” 
“Is it stronger than ordinary glass?”’ 


*‘So much stronger that under the hardest blow it 
will not shatter or fly—and it’s a perfectly clear glass, 


too. 


*“‘What does Triplex mean to the motorist?” 


“It means that the danger of injury from broken or 
flying glass is entirely eliminated. It is preventive insur- 
ance. It should be in every car. You don't have to wait 
until you buy a new car to install it, the glass in your 
present car can be replaced with Triplex any time.” 


A Triplex Utility Windshield is priced within the reach of all. 











Lee 
<RiPifty oe ved * % ; 
; >: ‘4 
STANDARD THE GLASS — 
Pe | A 2 
a PA 





FACTS ABOUT TRIPLEX 

. It isa proved product— 14 years’ of successful man- 
ufacture and sale in England. 

. It may be holed by a heavy blow but there will be 
no jagged edges. 

. Because it will not shatter or fly there can be no 
razor-like slivers of glass to cut. 

. Ie is clear —like the glass now in your car. There 
are no wires. 

. Icis strong. Under a shock or impact that will shat- 
ter ordinary glass into fragments Triplex will not 
even crack. 

6. Already in thousands of cars in America. 
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UTILITY 





“Insist on having your new car equipped 
with Triplex. Your dealer can get it for you.” 
THE TRIPLEX SAFETY GLASS CO. 

OF NORTH AMERICA, INC. 
Hoboken Terminal, Hoboken, N. J. 

In Canapa: W.E. Phillips Co., Ltd., Oshawa, Ont. 


In ENGLAND: The Triplex Safety Glass Co., Ltd. 
Piccadilly, London 


Copyright by The Triplex Safety Glass Co 


«MAIL THIS COUPON OR ASK YOUR DEALER 


The Triplex Safety Glass Co. 


of North America, Inc., Name 





,N. J. 
Hebehen ; Business Address 








Gentlemen: Without obliga- 





tion on my part, please mail City State 
me the facts about Triplex — 
the glass that will notshatter. Make of car = Model — Year 
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"AZUREA ENJZYEMBLE” 


PiVER 


Piver—the oildesi perfume house in France—the house that 
has made more French perfume than any other — Piver 
announces the Azurea Ensemble .... A single perfec 
odeur. Incarnated in the four toilet requisites used by 
every well-groomed woman — cold creme, vanishing creme, 
powder, perfume .... Expressed again in all its delicacy 


by the two colours that symbolize it——blue and silver. 








THE PERFUME—Azurea itself. Light, fresh, young, 
eager! A clean, clear fragrance, with a bit of spice to 
pique the imagination, a hint of coquetry. Never has 
the beauty, the temperament of the chic Americaine 
been so smartly—and so completely —expressed! $4.50. 


Cos! 


The 
Coll 


THE POWDER—Much finer than the average—finer ge i Al ts 
than the best you have ever used before. Adherent. : 
Invisible. In five perfect shades to take care of every §& P 
complexion, even the sun-browned, ultra-chic at the 4 oet 
moment .... Breathing the same Azurea perfume, 
till it becomes a part of the lovely skin itself. $1.00. \ 

McC 














THE COLD CREME—Just this minute launched in 
Paris, this creme is all that any other creme could 
ever be—and it is so highly perfumed that it may al- Jud 
most be thought of as perfume in créme form! 
One sinks to sleep and dreams of fragrance. $1.50. 


The 


Thee! mm THE VANISHING CREME—Light, as specialists de- 

\ . cree. Invisible after applying. Here is the perfumed 
a film that forms a base for perfumed powder. The pow- 

\ : oad der clings all day, and so does the exquisite fragrance. 


One day's créme has been changed by magic from some- 
thing utilitarian to the final touch of luxury. $1.50. 


THE NEW TWIN COMPACTE—Silver, with blue 
enamelled tracery. A shape to slip easily into the 
purse — but not out of the hand. Rouge, powder in 
shades for every complexion, scented of course, with 
Azurea. And two mirrors, effectively placed. $2.50. 


Beis. 
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Hearst international 


With Apologies to mini pe 
2 (smopolitan 








NEXT MONTH 
Starting a gripping 


new serial of love and adventure — 


“Two LITTLE GIRLS 
IN SUCKER LAND’”’ 


| By Aimée Semple McPherson 
— and lLexas Guinan 


(Contents ~ Burlesque 
of I Ee Num ber 


Nineteen Big Cfeatures The New Yorker 








. : . Time 
Cosmopolitan (not to mention Hearst's 


International) Magazine : True Story Magazine 


The New Masses The Saturday Evening Post 


College Humor . _ — 
S The Eclipse Lover’s Weekly 


Arts & Decoration : 
Harper’s Bazar 
Poetry—a Magazine of Verse 


; The Nation 
McCall's 


The Christian Herald 
Judge 


The American Mercury Collier's 


Scientific American Lariat Story Magazine 





—_— 








Contributors to this issue include: Dorothy Parker, John Held, Jr., Robert Benchley, 

Marc Connelly, F. G. Cooper, Milt Gross, R. E. Sherwood, Henry William Hanemann, 

Norman R. Jaffray, Herb Roth, W. W. Scott, Perry Githens, Bernice Kenyon, Tupper 
Greenwald, Heman Fay, Jr., and Lejaren a Hiller. 





please, you big bully!....I just 
want to sit here peacefully and count 
the bars on my window—they’re all 
the bars I’ve got now....Prisoner 
Pales as Judge Flails Ale Sales..... 
Brilliant Boy Scout Bugler Blames 
Bad Booze on Beer Ban.....Local Lay 
Leader Lauds Liquor Law, Says Sal- 
vation Sure I can make a poem 
on that: Some of the boys are wet-wet- 


“sO THAT'S LINDBOIGH, EH! THE 


BIG FAKE!” 
i 


With Apologies to NEW MASSES 


“| CONVERSE WITH MY CRIMINAL 
SUBCONSCIOUS” 


By One of the Criminally Insane 


wet; Some of the boys are dry; Some of 
the boys have got nobody home (dum 
dee dum) And so am 
pretty, that is....I wonder if I can 
Oh, goody, it 
makes all my ideas run down into my 
ears!....Y. M. C. A. Worker Weds 
Female Impersonator.....Surgeon 
Grafts Glands on Big Bronze Statue. 
....Oh, give me a little peace, will 
Here I just get nicely bal- 
anced and you have to bring that up! 
...-No tact, that’s you......./ Admiral 
Warns of War with Wooloomooloo.... . 
Admiral Screams Head Off at Banquet. 
....It must be tough, at that, being an 
Admiral; nothing to do but watch your 
stomach grow and wonder which coun- 
try the Government wants you to get 
nasty about I guess I'll 
just count those fingers again—why, 
there are ten of a 
laugh!....Business Grows By Leaps 
and Bounds Business Leaping and 
Bounding All Over Hell 
Adopts Panic Tactics While Falling 
Franc Flings Frantic Antics in An- 
tipodes..... Stocks Zoom as Boom 
Dicttnresees ‘Boom-boom-boom!” 
says the big bass drum, ‘Toot-toot!’ 
hoots the flute!......Oh, shut up, you 
fool, you make me sore!....There’s a 
swell crack in the ceiling. I can pre- 
tend it’s a great big river and I’m just 
a poor little fish Damage From 
Floods Supersedes Trotsky as Russian 
Bank Head You say the queerest 
things!....How can I help it, you poor 
You can, though, it’s just a 
matter of self-control Bar Biga- 
mists on Brooklyn Bible Board, 
Preacher Protests Self- 
control, your grandmother’s red flan- 
nels!....Minister Shoots Cabaret 
Dancer for Moose Bishop Bares 
Bad Morals of Small Boys..... 
Good for you, Bish, you tell ‘em; 
you ought to know!....How’d that 
bird get in here? He’s no cuckoo. 
...-Ah, but he acts awful some- 
Honeymoon Pair Fight 
Fierce Battle, Three Dead.....Pet 
Dog Warns Family of Fire in Heater. 
..+-Suicide Compact Lost in Subway. 
....That doesn’t make _ sense 
Search 
me, but you don’t have to be tough 
about it, you won’t get anywhere with 


me that way If I knock myself o 
the knee and it jumps I am, and jf jt 
don’t I aren’t Balloon Soup!.... 
Scientist Infects Guinea Pigs with 
Flat Feet..... Man Finds Huma 
Skeleton in Old Suit Pocket... . Giz) 
Eleven Weds Armenian Octogenariay 
in Athens Aquarium, Navy Department 
Hears..... Salesman Stores Slain 
Wife’s Segments in Sample Case.... 
Among my souvenirs—that’s a pretty 
thing, too........‘Ho, ho, ho!” said the 
jolly old innkeeper—he turned out tp 
be Arthur Brisbane in a dirty apron, 
....Wholesale Grocer Returns After 
Death, Surprises Undertaker 
former Seeks Love Nest, Finds Full- 
Grown Alligator Fourteen Horses 
Burned in Alaska Beauty Parade..... 
Calf with Seven Heads Born to House 
That’s enough, that’s enough, 
now!....Mind me!....I won't listen 
to any more of that sort of thing—I'l 
lose my temper and cuff about a yard 
of cuticle off you in a minute!........ 


If I should take a nice 
long running dive into all that padding, 
I wonder how far I’d bounce back?” 


MAYTIME 


Miners die in cave-in, 
Three found crushed in cars; 
Warden shot in bitter fight 
defending prison bars; 
Flapper drinks wood-alcohol; 
Teller tries the noose— 
This is not a safe world, 
and life’s of little use! 


Poet dies of poison, 
Gangster by a gat; 
Lady leaps ten stories 
from her lover’s furnished flat; 
Broker slowly sinking 
In arms of weeping wife; 
Capitalists have all the fun— 
there’s little chance of life! 


Misers die in attics, 
Murderers in chairs; 
Servant girls get stabbed to death 
descending cellar stairs; 
Heroes after battle 
Grow ill and die in bed— 
What’s the use of living 
with so many people dead? 
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He: Ever try opium? 
He: Howzat go? 
He: Opium mouth and shut your 


eyes. 
—U. of Mich. Incinerator. 





First Porchclimber: A girl that won’t 
neck, smoke and drink gin is archaic. 
Co-Ed: Well, we can’t eat archaic 
and have it, too. 
—Rutgers Bathmat. 


YE 
MAYBE SHE DIDN’T HAVE ON 
HER WALKING-SHOES 
Mabel went out riding when 
Her fella gotta flivver; 
She came riding home again— 
And may the Lord forgive her! 
—Williams Purple Sock. 
sm 
Second Student (after exam): D’ ja 
pass f 
Eleventh Student: Yop. Out. 


—Cornell Crutch. 


“Heard about the difference be- 
tween a flapper and a guy who tests 
guns for the government?” 

“How come?” 

“The other works the shoots.” 

—Washington §& Mary Hatrack. 


Professor: Does your Sheba roll her 
stockings ? 

Dean: Nope. 

President Emeritus: How’s she keep- 
ing up? . 

Old Grad: Oh, she’s holding her 
own. 

—Princeton Liver and Bacon. 


de 


MAYBE SHE DIDN’T HAVE ON 
HER WALKING-SHOES 
He and she went out to ride— 

He never was faint-hearted— 
She came home riding at his side; 
That’s how the rumor started. 

—Lehigh Can-Opener. 























WHAT AN: AWFUL BLOOMER 
* SMD THE DEACON=+= 


Frosh: How now, varlet, canst 
render me the word “pessimist” in 
a sentence? 

Prof: Go to, zany, and a mur- 
rain on thee. I’m optimistomach in 
trouble already. 

—Notre Dame Ox-Muzzle. 





Wilde: Jove, Jimmy, that was a 
funny crack you just pulled. I wish I 
had said it. 

Whistler: You will, Oscar, you will. 

—Amherst Night Letter. 


Ie 


MAYBE SHE DIDN’T HAVE ON 
HER WALKING-SHOES 
We drove in the country both uphill 
and down, 
Our heads in a helluva whirl; 
She was still in the car when we got 
back to town, 
For she was that kinduva girl. 
—Ohio State Lily Cup. 





MAYBE SHE DIDN’T HAVE ON 
HER WALKING-SHOES 
There was a young lady named 

Maude 
Who drove out with a man in a 
Faude; 
She rode all the way back 
In the very same hack, 
And everyone murmured, 
Gaude!” 
—O.C. N.Y 


“My 


. Sleeve-Garter. 


Fair Customer: Have you any de- 
odorant? 
Drug Store Clerk: Yes, Mum. 


—Johns Hopkins Specimen. 


Ie 


Warden: What do you think of a 
flapper that doesn’t know how to swear? 
Sheik: Gosh, she must be dumb! 

Bus-boy: She is. 
—Stanford Kiddy Kar, 


deo 


Sadie: you 
night? 
Mazie: No, I took a buss. 


—Dartmouth Birdseed. 


SP 


First Zsthete: Some of the old fight- 
ers used to go a hundred and fifty 
rounds to a finish. 

His Aunt: Yes, they were regular 
all-day sockers. 


Did walk home last 


—Harvard Shoe-Tree, 





\/ 


With Apologies to Arts ro Decoration 


Modernistic Influence on Domestic Junk 
Deep Thoughts on the Possible Effect of the Classic Triangle in the Home 


AVE you about sixty pounds of 
H bright scrap tin in your home? 
Or an armload of old sheep- 
shears? Or bronze trowels? We have 
thought of just the dearest thing to do 
with them, substantially as follows: 
We provide ourselves with, say, a 
bale of shears and assemble them in 
interpretation of, say, a jackrabbit 
chasing the theory of relativity around 
a mulberry bush. (See illustration Q.) 
The jointings may be accomplished by 
soldering, but in inaccessible spots 
putty or veteran chewing gum can be 
pushed into the work with a length of 
macaroni. We suggest macaroni as it 
gives the advantage of permitting one 
to blow through it, thus adding to one’s 
control in what may well prove to be 
a delicate situation. Personally blown 
putty or spearmint does give such work 
an air. If wrapped joints are pre- 
ferred, wire or chain is better than 
string as the sharp metal edges are not 
kind to string. Our illustration gives 
an excellent idea of the general nature 
of the finished ouvrage, with detailed 
sketches accounting for some of the 





By FR. BOOHLAH 
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, Showing left eye at puberty. 


























trickier stunts in the process. Should 
additional information be desired, it 
might be obtained from the Stock 
Breeders’ Gazette, but we doubt it. 
The structural work accounted for, 
it remains to plate the gadget. One 
method which has not been tried (we 
believe) but which could lead to an 
interesting experience, is as follows: 
Paint the whole job grass green; or 
make it out of bronze trowels instead 
and wait for the trowels to grow a 
patina, the luscious green of which 
should mislead any sufficiently hungry 
horse. Feed the job to the horse, 
taking care not to disturb the delicate 
original balance of the composition. 
Now let the horse swallow twelve gal- 
lons of electro-plating bath water and 
then drive him around the block for 
ten hours at a gentle jog, by which 
time the objet d’art will be well plated 
or the horse will—internally. Careful 
investigation will determine which has 


happened. Prop the jaws apart, insert 
hand carefully into horse’s hold and 
explore for art work. If same has been 
digested, pull horse gently but firmly 
inside out, taking care not to crack in- 
terior plating, which will, of course, be 
exterior plating when you have finished 
pulling. Mount plated horse in har 
mony with furnishing of room it is to 
occupy, and serve cold. 











Accompany me curse you Said he. 











With Apologies to POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 





SEVERAL RATHER SIGNIFICANT 
BITS OF NEW VERSE 
Be 


The Witch-Girl from the Mike Dorgan 


Other Side of the Tracks HE: lived on Walnut Street—one-ninety-one— 
A wooden house, it was, with swinging blinds 
CMW father was a faery, And railing round the porch, of which the eighth 
My dam was much too old. Rail from the end was busted all to hell 
Oh, never lads shall have my lips From age—or weather, maybe. God, who knows 
For silver or for gold! What agencies have torn the living tripe 
Out of a rail? Anyways, Mike was known 
Too lazy for a wanton, Over the town as one who kept his peace 
Too silly for a shrew, And lived his life, a good man and an Elk. 
Too wayward for a stevedore— So it was strange, that day against the bar, 
: To hear Red Lem, the Widow Stetson’s son— 
Born fourteen months beyond poor Stetson’s 
. . death— ~ 
But tend may Sitter Cation, Say with a leer, “Hey, Mike, I want to know 


Who was that lady you was with last night?” 
And count my thumbs and fingers I guess there’s not a one of us forgets 


Until I fall to sleep? The way Mike looked at Lem, and says to him, 
—Ernestine van Duzen Berp. “That was no lady, either; that’s my wife.”... . 
We lynched Red Lem for speaking out of turn. 


x —Robert Rising Slitch. 
cm 


What would you have me do 


And steal my neighbors’ sheep, 


Self-Portrait 


Pagan Portrait 
ey thoughts go slipping, one by one, & 
As tamarisks fall on silvered breasts. J sux float with you a little while 


Because it is April 
And the sun is so delicately dim, 
And I am not feeling so good myself. 
Take my heart, then,— 
For Pan still lives, still lives— 
Break it into prettily shaped bits— 
My heart, my heart,— 
Stamp me half nun, half nymph, half Do what you will with it, 

ghoul. And holler, “Fire!” 


—Elsa Watson Calkins McSieeve. —Elizabeth Hornsby Sling. 


No twin am I, but born alone— 
A woman; kin to happier beasts. 


What is this hot, bejeweled blood 
That beats against my shuttered soul? 
My sterling sin and brummagem good 

















With Apologies to ME& CALLS 


ILLUSTRATED 
BY 
SIR MILTON 
GROSS 


What to Do, What to Do 


Our readers’ daily problems solved 


T is pleasant, as the nice 
weather comes in and “‘every- 
body” who is “anybody” goes 

to one’s country place to “bask” 
in the sun and enjoy oneself, to 
receive so many letters from 
readers in trouble over prob- 
lems that, of course, could never 
present any difficulty to those of 
us who have always had enough 
servants to attend to that sort of thing. 
However, “noblesse oblige”; and I am 
“always glad to open my mail, and get a 
good laugh out of those in difficulties. 
Our first letter, this time, is typical of 
the kind of tripe that is constantly 
going on among the “other half.” 


“Dear Mrs. Blease: 

Oh, do help me! I am ina hell of a 
way, and what our bridge club will ever 
say when the members find out, I’m 
sure I don’t know. I have recently 
moved to a small suburban community, 
where etiquette is strictly observed, and 
I do so want to do my best to keep up. 
Imagine, then, my feelings when I 
found out only yesterday that my 
daughter has been secretly married for 
the past year and a half to the Prince 
of Wales. Of course, we have had to 
forgive the young people, and my hus- 


by America’s leading authority on 


etiquette and roller polo 


By Edith (‘Spike’) Blease 


Author of “Under the Tea-table,” “Fun in a Guest 


Room,” and “What the Butler Saw” 


band is already trying to get our new 
son-in-law a position in his own com- 
pany, the Little Blessing Sleeve-Garter 
Corporation. But how am I to an- 
nounce the marriage to our friends? 
Ought we have a reception, and, if so, 
what decorations would be appropriate? 
And can you suggest any pretty games 
for the guests to play?” 


It is always nice, after a young man 
and a young woman have been married 
for more than a year, to “let” one’s 
closest friends “in” on the secret. A 
nice way to do this is to send out notes 
through the mail, although this is, of 
course, a conservative method. Sky- 
writing is always both effective and 
pretty, and letters in smoke, against a 
clear blue sky, spelling out, “Did you 
hear about Mary and Davey?” will 
soon send one’s friends scurrying to see 


what it is all “about.” For a re- 
ception, Autumn leaves are al- 
ways appropriate, and if there 
are none to be had near at hand, 
at the time, why not wait until 
October comes, with its crisp, 
bright “air,” and brilliant reds 
and yellows? Games have gone 
more or less out of “fashion” in 
the truly smart set, but if youse 
log-jumpers still insist upon your fun, 
“Prisoners’ Base,” “Still Pond,” and 
professional hockey will be found al- 
most universally popular. 


Our next letter deals with a problem 
familiar to some of our humbler—but 
nevertheless worthy—readers. 


“Dear Mrs. Blease: 

We are planning to give a dinner 
early next month, if the coal holds out. 
How many courses shall I serve, and 
can’t you do something to keep my hus- 
band’s brother Ed, who will be among 
the guests, from telling the story about 
the girl with the black eyes?” 


Of course, where the hostess has 
been bred to regard dinner-giving, and 
“hospitality” in general, as but part of 
a lady’s career, there [ Turn to page 30] 
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With Apologiesto JUDGE 
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EXTRA! EXTRA! N singing (Hic) “Boola-Boola” an’ 
JUDGE, JR., LOST “Amherst Must Win.”...Honest ossi- 
AS NATION CHEERS! a! fer, we weren't doonna thing... .only 


fF singing (Hic)... 'Swonderful, ’Smar- 
Nore: The Judge, Jr., plane, “The 4)\\| la =< velous” (“Funny Face’’) an’ “Among My 
Spirit of Horsefeathers,” has crashed .\ Souvenirs” (no show)....So I said 
to earth and can’t be located—not that (} hoarsely to Mac, I said, “Where am I 
anyone has been looking. When last y |) (Hie) an’ why?” an’ Mac hoarsed back, 
seen, the plane was looping the loop | ° } “Search me.”’...So I frisked him, I did, 
under a table at George Olsen’s place 4 j / ) an’ found six marbles, a Boy Scout 
(157 West 56th Street, High Hat Club ; . ny \!! } case-knife an’ a crayon enlargement of 
Rendezvous. Best crowd in New York. yl] the li'l woman in his pocket an’ so Mac 
$$C. $4.00 CC. Don). The following —w os an’ I an’ the man who said he wasn’t 
message was found in a Moxie bottle, (Hic) Barney Gallant broke down an’ 
floating in the Gowanus Canal; it was had a good cry....An’ so we had 
written by cute little Junior himself, in And nobody here ‘cept me an’ Mac an’ ‘nother Cherry Surprise (to one part 
his own imitable style: a (Hic) total (Hic) stranger who says Créme Yvette add six parts Zonite an’ 
Somewnere or other, May 2 or may-__he isn’t Barney Gallant but he knows a dash of lavender and serve in old 
be it’s Dec. 25. (Special Bottlegram to a man named Crosby if that’s any help. Gordon Water containers ‘til ex- 
Jupce.)—Lost! (Hic) Lost inna nim- Hey! Hey! (Hic)...Last thing I hausted). (Hic)...Fun no end!...An’ 
pentrouble forest of empty bottles! ‘member, me and Mac were in Huyler’s, (Continued on page 30) 
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With Apologies to 


The Literary Katzenjammer 


ART OF THE NIGHT, by George Jean Nathan. $2.50; $10. 
13, x 6%. New York: Alfred A. Knopf. 


Amone the more illuminating manifestations of that imbecilic 
ratiocination peculiar to the mens Americana is the belief, 
prevalent in some quarters of our fair land, that Mr. George 
Jean Nathan is a writer of importance. For preposterous 
rubbish this is comparable only with the more august im- 
becility which rates Calvin Coolidge as a great man, Offen- 
bach as a great composer, Texas Guinan as an accomplished 
diseuse, the Hon. Ben Lindsey (J.) as an authority on 
biology, or salted almonds as great Vorspeise. 

That Nathan is energetic can not be denied. That he is 
privy to the sonorous hocus-pocus of critical jargon is a 
fact patent to any one who has had the time and stomach to 
delve into the Jahrbuch issued each spring under his name 
by the obliging House of Knopf. Each contains current 
forms of prayer to O'Neill, Ziegfeld, O’Casey and other 
gods, together with expurgatoriana for the year’s demons. 
An amusing performance admittedly for the Landsturm in 
art and acceptable as echte Danziger Goldwasser to those 
who consider the theatre a decent gathering place for civi- 
lized men rather than a literary stale-jakes. The fallacy of 
Nathan’s a priori point: that the theatre is an art, is, of 
course, not taken seriously by Nathan himself, and thus 
one may regard him as somewhat above the level of a 
Til Eulenspiegel. But that these collections of obiter dicta 
contain any more lasting contribution to the world’s thought 
than is offered in the highfalutin rumble-bumble of Otto H. 
Kahn or the pish-posh incidental to the performance of the 
marriage service in the Church of England is an admission 
I am not prepared to make. 

There is a current and quite preposterous impression that 
Nathan’s hold on the intellectual booberie is a sensual one. 
He is supposed to titillate their nerve-centers, causing them 
to jump. More palpable tosh than this has not formed a 
part of the public superstition since the Sermon on the 
Mount. As a matter of fact, Nathan’s appeal is spiritual. 
Assuming the manner of a cynical fellow, he looks sourly 
and with a bilious eye on the idols in the temple, but, even 
as he looks, he beats time to the chant of the priests and 
eventually, overcome with the religious razzle-dazzle, breaks 
into a profuse sweat, raises his arms to the heavens and per- 
forms a slow, reverent hoochie-koochie, followed by hun- 
dreds of zany converts. 

To say that Nathan is a purveyor of sensory stimuli be- 
cause he writes of beer-guzzling and hip-shaking is as much 
rubbish as to say that Aimée Semple McPherson is a pur- 
veyor of spiritual balm because she haggles with God, that a 
Shubert chorus man is a disciple of Karl Marx because he 
affects a red necktie or that Calvin Coolidge is a statesman 
because he wears a frock coat. If Nathan is an iconoclast, 
then Henry Ford makes automobiles and Otto H. Kahn has 
a dress-suit. 

Since we find, then, that, in so far as Nathan is a force at 
all he is a spiritual force, he must stand back-to-back with 
his brother ballyhoo boys in the vineyards of the Lord and 


The American 
MERCURY 


be measured. And, in competition with Rabbi Stephen § 
Wise and Bishop Manning, Mr. Nathan can not hope ever t, 
rise above the rank of drum-major’s assistant. I confidently 
predict that in a hundred years he will be remember) 
solely for his cravats. 


The New Moses.—Every now and again the critical boys, 
many of them still in their emotional didies themselves, get 
to cutting up over some new baby they have found sucking 
at a bulrush down by the river’s bank. Here, they cry, is 
some one who is going to make Voltaire look like an empty 
seidel of Léwenbriu, Daumier like a small Emmenthaler 
kase, Brahms like an old Fedora hat and John Singer Sargent 
like the wet end of a Bock panetela. Such a phenomenon 
seems to be Professor Henry L. Mencken, who, my trusted 
Egyptian body-servant and spy tells me, is now being hailed 
as the New Hot Dickety. 

Aside from the local critics, who allow themselves to be 
hornswoggled with a regularity and amiability which could 
bring them in money if properly applied, Le Mencken seems 
to have a following made up of such giant intellects as 
believe that Cabell is better than Rachmaninoff, Sinclair 
Lewis better than Stravinsky, Dreiser better than Mestrovi¢, 
O’Neill better than Tunney, Dreiser better than O'Neill, 
Lewis better than Dreiser, Cabell better than Lewis, O'Neill 
better than Dreiser, and Sinclair Lewis_better than James 
Branch Cabell. 

I have also reason to believe that, under cross-examination, 
they would confess to a sneaking suspicion that (1) all 
hack-drivers are Swedenborgians; (2) when a man asks 4 
woman to marry him, she always thinks he is fooling and 
accepts him; (3) that if you cut the pages of a book with 
your finger it makes the book look as if the pages had been 
cut with some one’s finger, and (4) that all hack-drivers are 
Swedenborgians. 

From such intellectual brothels, then, are the Mencken 
witnesses assembled. The State rests. 


Etude in E Minor.—It is occasionally my duty, as Liaison 
Officer for the Watch and Ward Society, to look into the 
state of the res publice with special reference to sauce 
rémoulade. I have been especially interested, therefore, in 
the pronunciamento of several of my critical colleagues in 
New York that the best sauce rémoulade is to be found a 
the Colony Restaurant. This I take to be piffle and recou- 
mend to my brothers in the bond that they look into the 
sauce rémoulade in the oyster-bar at Prunier’s in Paris, 
at the Restaurant Horscher in Berlin, at Schéner’s im 
Vienna, at Hetlig’s Café in Budapest, at the Hotel zum 
Eisenhut in Rothenburg, at Louie’s in Prague, and at the 
Central House in Bellows Falls, Vt. 


Reprise.—It is my private opinion that Florenz Ziegfeld 
should receive the portfolio of Secretary of State without 
further shilly-shallying. As a picker of cuties, Kellogg has 
shown himself a dud. 
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AMERICANA 


ETO A SOT AIS OTO AEN 


CALIFORNIA 


Orric1AL pronunciamento posted near the third tee of the 
Flint Ridge Golf Course, playground of the Los Angeles 
Babbittry : 
MEMBERS WILL PLEASE 
REPLACE DIVOTS 


ILLINOIS 


Psycuic intelligence obtained by the Rev. Dr. Willard 
Slack, a leading divine of Weepy, according to the Weepy 
Sentinel : 
I firmly believe that if Martin Luther were alive today and 
had a little boy he would insist that the little fellow join 
the Firestone Street Baptist Church Young People’s Get- 
Together Club. 


Growina attitude of restraint in weather forecasts in the 

Big Bill Thompson purlieus as evidenced by the worthy 

Chicago T'ribune, the ““World’s Greatest Newspaper”: 
To-morrow: Cloudy and probable showers. 


MARYLAND FREE STATE 


Momentovus contributions to a new American Credo by 
Hon. H. L. Mencken (J.) in the eminent American Mercury: 


I believe in liberty. 
Abraham Lincoln was, I believe, one of the most intelligent 
men ever heard of in this realm. 


MASSACHUSETTS 


CutturaL note from the handbook of a Springfield poultry 
lovers’ association: 

Members wishing to learn of the various experiments made 

by the Government in curing diseases of hens will find a con- 


siderable number of new reports at the headquarters of the 
Society. 


NEW YORK 
Unrguivocat statement by the Rev. Dr. 
Nathan, D.D.: 


At the core of the nonsense, in addition to the point I have 
alrealy mentioned, is doubtless the familiar critical passion 
to woo esteem for its independent and flexible judgment, 
which latter the school of criticism in question generally seeks 
to demonstrate by a sudden, surprising and intrinsically 
imbecile volte face, preceded by a certain amount of coquet- 
tish controversial detouring and by facetious animadversions 
on the gluey quality of such more sober critics as prefer to 
keep themselves in the background by repeating honest, if 
repetitious and hence dull, estimates of the artist under 
discussion instead of trying to clown themselves into 
notoriety and the limelight. 


George Jean 


ARCHAEOLOGICAL note from the publicity department of the 
illustrious American Mercury, New York City: 


PERMANENCE 


The American Mercury is being edited and written to last, 
we need hardly say. And now, as well, it is being made to last. 
The American Mercury—advertising section and all—is now 
printed each month in a special limited edition on a prac- 
tically eternal all-rag paper approved by that master crafts- 
man, Bruce Rogers. Individuals may obtain this special long- 
lived edition of the American Mercury, beginning with the 
issue of January, 1928, for $10.00 a year. 


NORTH CAROLINA 


EncovraGine item of faith expressed by the Hon. Cluhz 
Groove, Mayor of Sunbeam: 
I firmly believe that if Joseph and his brethren were alive 


to-day they would want to join the Sunbeam Men’s Rivers 
and Harbors Extension Association. 


OHIO 


EpirHaLamic dicta reported by the revered T'imes-Democrat, 
East Farmington: 
Announcement was made yesterday of the engagement of 
Miss Eunice Bailey Young, the daughter of Mr. and Mrs. 
Russell Thoring Young, of East Farmington, to James Neil 
Wolter, son of Mr. and Mrs. Wade Vance Wolter, of Cleve- 
land. The wedding will be held some time in June. 


OKLAHOMA 


Tueo.ogic confession engraved on coins by the mintners of 
the Bible Belt: 
In God We Trust. 


PENNSYLVANIA 
Aveust illumination of purpose vouchsafed by serious- 
minded citizenry in convention assembled at Philadelphia: 


PREAMBLE 


We, the people of the United States, in order to form a more 
perfect Union, establish justice, insure domestic tranquillity, 
provide for the common defence, promote the general wel- 
fare, and secure the blessings of liberty to ourselves and our 
posterity, do ordain and establish this Constitution for the 
United States of America. 


VERMONT 


Impressive ukase emblazoned on windows of public convey- 


ances by the polizei in Dr. Coolidge’s native bailiwick: 


SPITTING PROHIBITED 





With Apologies to SCIENTIFIC AMERICAN 





Is Perpetuum Mobile an Ignis Fatuus? 


Possibilities of Fuelless Propulsion in the Light 
of Recent Experimentation 


By DR. HUGO P. BAUMGARTNER 


Professor of Dynamic Dynamics at Johns Hopkins University 


ITHIN the last few months 

the scientific world has been 

startled by the announce- 

ment that a young inventor 
of Akron, O., has perfected a fuelless 
motor which will run for an indefinite 
period without the aid of gasoline, 
naphtha, dry cells, or petroleum jelly. 
On its first appearance the new de- 
parture in autokinetics was hailed en- 
thusiastically by savants of both 
America and Europe, who declared that 
at last man’s search for a perpetual 
motion machine had been rewarded by 
The motor hailed 
enthusiastically by several people along 
the road who wanted a lift to Colum- 
bus, but they didn’t get it. 

Daring and revolutionary as this new 
discovery may seem, it is by no means 
without precedent in scientific annals. 
As early as the fourth century before 
Christ, the civilized world 
agog by an invention known as “Aristo- 
phanes’ Bird.” Constructed from the 
ruins of ancient Troy, this primitive 
air machine of concrete and sheet metal 
was patterned as closely as_ possible 
after the lines of an ordinary robin 
(Greek fodPivos), and was hailed en- 
thusiastically as “The First Robin.” 


success. was also 


was. set 


The inventor sat in the cockpit and, by 
manipulating a series of complicated 
levers which controlled the flapping 
wings, succeeded in getting himself 
drowned in the Hellespont on his maid- 
en flight. 

Undaunted by the failure of this 
crude experiment, other Greek scien- 
tists improved on Aristophanes’ fatal 
model and developed a_ mechanical 
robin which not only looked like a bird 
and flew like a bird, but even ate worms 
and went South for the winter. Un- 
fortunately it never came back, and 
thus Man’s first attempt to solve the 
principle of perpetual flight was doomed 
to failure. 


E next hear of this age-old strug- 

gle between Man and Nature in 
connection with a German philosopher 
named Otto Leibkiichen, who lived in 
Strassburg in the sixteenth century. 
Imprisoned in 1586 for attempting to 
transmute lead into gold and pass it off 
on tradesmen as genuine kreuzer, the 
old fellow employed his long years of 
incarceration in pondering on the sub- 
ject of perpetuum mobile. Upon his re- 
lease from the Staatsgefdngniss in 1584 
Leibkiichen announced to an incredu- 





lous community that he would give a 
practical demonstration of perpetual 
motion in the Lustspielhaus on the first 
good Saturday. Thousands flocked to 
see the new invention, which consisted 
of an ordinary sewing-machine attached 
to the floor by iron spikes. To the 
amazement of all, it presently began to 
operate of its own volition, and cries 
of “Donner und Blitz!” and “Schreck- 
lichkeit!” resounded through the audi- 
torium. Just as his townspeople were 
crowding about to congratulate Leib- 
kiichen, however, the machine suddenly 
stopped. 

For a moment the onlookers were 
dumfounded ; but with rare presence of 
mind a skeptical member of the audi- 
rushed down into the basement. 
What was his surprise to behold, at- 
tached to the machine above by tiny 
steel wires, a treadle operated by an old 
man with a white beard. Evidently his 
feet, by pushing the pedals up and 
down, had actuated the spurious “per 
petual motion” mechanism. The reason 
for the sudden cessation of activity in 
the upper chamber was that the vener- 
able German below had fallen asleep 
reading Fliegende Blatter. 

(Continued on page 30) 
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Pour le Sport 


OW that baseball is over for the 

year, a good many of our younger 
men-about-town are repairing to the 
Racquet and Tennis Club for their daily 
exercise. Some of them play Racquet, 
some Tennis. It is an amusing sight 
to watch these over-fleshly gentlemen, 
mostly brokers and shipping-clerks, as 
they go through the motions of a good 
stiff game of Racquet. The race, it 
would appear, is not always to the swift. 


HILE we are on the subject of 
swift, perhaps some of our more 
observant readers have noticed the flock 
of swifts that have taken up their abode 
in the clock-tower of the Metropolitan 
Building. They are fed daily at 12 
by the attendant up there, a 
man named Benchley. While 
swifts are not uncommon in New 
York—written records state that 
General Washington brought the 
first swifts to the city in 1584— 
they are seldom seen in such 
large numbers. The cutest one 
of all is a tiny chick which roosts 
just under the hour hand, mid- 
way between nine-thirty and 
nine-thirty-one o'clock. 


Gentlemen of the Streets 


E. were surprised the other 
day to learn that there are 


over 4000 street-cleaners in 
Greater New York. Most of 
them wear white beards and are 
named Perkins. One of the tra- 
ditions sacred to gentlemen of 
this calling is to feed and curry 
any stray horses which wander 
onto their beat. Late one after- 
noon, while on our way to the 
Union League Club for the 
annual Cocktail Hour, we saw 
one of the white-winged breth- 
ren laying a blanket over a poor 
skinny nag which was standing 
untended in the hot April sun. 
This, we reflected, is an aspect 
of New York that the old lady 
in Dubuque will never under- 
stand. 


PEAKING of horses re- 
J minds us of the story Otto 
Kahn tells us about last year’s 
Kentucky Derby. It seems that 
one of the entrants was a hand- 
some bay horse which had previ- 
ously done duty on the front of 


an ice-wagon. The race was very close 
for the first mile and a half, and the 
big bay was well up in the running, 
when suddenly he halted in his tracks 
and refused to continue. The race went 
on, and was subsequently won by an- 
other horse. 

When the big bay and his rider re- 
turned to the officials’ enclosure to weigh 
in, a friend spoke to the jockey. 

“What happened to your mount, any- 
way?” he demanded. 

“Oh,” replied Eddie Cantor. 
heard someone yell ‘Ice.’” 


Recherche du Temps Perdu 


HEN workmen commenced tear- 
ing down Fraunces’ Tavern last 
week to make way for the new Metro- 
politan Opera House, one of them un- 
earthed a pathetic memento of the old 


“He 


“Has your wife been entertaining this winter?” 


“Not very.” 


if 


days. His pick and shovel happening 
to strike a metal container of the sort 
used for preserving motion picture film 
or bond coupons, the laborer forced 
open the hasp of the receptacle and laid 
bare the remains of President Fillmore. 
No one knows how the body got there. 
Perhaps it was mislaid during the Great 
Blizzard of 1888, or else some careless 
messenger-boy delivered the corpse to 
the wrong address and it was among the 
odds and ends sealed up in the corner- 
stone. At any rate, there it is. 
Tome, Sweet Tome 
OT long ago we happened to be 
at our club (which is not one 
hundred miles from 412 West 47th 
Street). We happened, at the moment, 
to be discussing plans for the Mother's 
Day celebration with Mr. Weber, 
Mr. Heilbroner, Mr. Bergdorf, 
Mr. Goodman, Mr. Saks (the 
Fifth Avenue one, of course), 
Mr. Brooks, and several of the 
latter’s brothers. Suddenly our 
group was accosted by a Mr. 
Nast, who had come into the 
club on a guest card. 
“Do you fellows happen to 
know that this happens to be Dr. 
A. S. W. Rosenbach’s _birth- 
day?” he asked. Dr. Rosen- 
bach, we might explain for the 
benefit of readers of the Graphic 
and Life, is the distinguished 
bibliophile who lately acquired 
the manuscript of “Alice in 
Wonderland” for $75,259. 
“No,” said Mr. Heilbroner, 
answering Mr. Nast’s question. 
“Let’s all of us run up to the 
Ritz Tower and surprise him,” 
suggested Mr. Saks. We ob- 
jected, on the ground that we 
had no birthday present for him. 
“Let’s give him a book,” said 
Mr. Nast, with a twinkle. 
“That will never do,” inter- 
posed Otto Kahn, adding, “He’s 
got a book.” 


Excellent 
A NEW cocktail called “Pris- 


oner’s Base” has just been 
brought to our attention. We 
tasted it first at one of Otto 
Kahn’s parties and have since en- 
countered it at Hermann Oecl- 
richs’, Mrs. Willie K.’s, Reu- 
ben’s and every which where. 
It consists of gin (one part) and 
orange juice (one part). Add 
ice, shake and serve cold. 

—Tue New Yorkers. 





With Apologies to T IME 





National Affairs 


THE PRESIDENCY, 
CONNIVANCE, THE 
SENATE, PROHIBITION 
AND THINGS LIKE THAT 

Laying the Dust 

@ Traces of oil found in President 
Coolidge’s matutinal maple syrup have 
led to a general disruption of Washing- 
ton traffic and dcute speculation as to 
whether such oil turned up (if any) 
from the draining of the political crank 
case had best be used in the forthcom- 
ing campaign. 

@ The situation has provided a series 
of violent controversies between Sen- 
ator “Tom Tom” Heflin of Alabama, 
who scents a Popish plot, and Senior 
Senator Borah of Idaho, who roguishly 
maintains that oil applied to maple 
syrup causes fermentation resulting in 
an alcoholic content of more than one- 
half of one percentum.* 

@ In the meanwhile and for breakfast, 
President Coolidge consumes codfish 


balls. 








Comings & Goings 





They Rolled a “Natural” 

Seventeen high-school students from 
Glen Ridge, N. J., arrived in Washing- 
ton last week, covering the entire dis- 
tance on roller skates. The object of 
the pilgrimage was to visit “The 
President’s Daughter” and collect her 
autograph. On being told that their 
journey was in vain, as “The Presi- 
dent’s Daughter” was pure fiction, the 
children departed, laughing heartily. 

But the President’s dictum} stands, 
anyway. 


FOREIGN NEWS 








The Portuguese, the Argentines, 
the Armenians and the Greeks 


Hands Off 


“Hands off” is the policy of the 
United States Government at Geneva, 


*Senior Senator Royal S. Copeland declares that 
Senior Senator Borah, usually correct as can be, 
flopped badly on this one. Oil (COco3 na2so4 
[OH]}) into maple syrup (C[OH] Co3 hgcl2br5) 
produces nothing worse than a bad cold (Nacl 
[OH]2 br2hg Co3+H2s). 

+I do not choose to run.” (See back volumes 
of Time—The Weekly Newsmagazine.) 











PirrspurGHu’s MELLON 
...intelligent reader, 


where the Second International Con- 
gress to Regulate Size and Color 
Scheme of Cigar Bands is now in 
progress. (Time, Dec. 4 to June 7.) 

Though represented unofficially at 
Geneva by delegates from American 
Tobacco Co. and allied industries, the 
“hands off” policy is being strictly 
maintained. (Time, March 4 et seq.) 

Governmental attitude is expressed 
by Senior Senator Reed, who says, “In 
so far as the Senate Committee on For- 
eign Relations is concerned, the Second 
International Congress to Regulate 
Size and Color Scheme of Cigar Bands 
can go jump in the lake which, I am 
informed, is quite handy to the Confer- 
ence Hall.* Our attitude toward the 
whole childish business is ‘Hands Off!’ ” 


— 


Too Many Parties and Too Many Pals? 

Conservative circles in Great Britain 
are viewing with alarm recent pranks 
of H.R.H. Prince of Wales. (Time, 
Aug. 8, Sept. 21, Nov. 4, Dec. 16, Feb. 
27, Mar. 12, et seq.) 

The latest outrage is as follows: 
H.R.H. was week-ending at the Kent- 
ish estate of a prominent Duke. Ac- 
cording to an old Kentish tradition, 
whenever a Prince of the blood sets 
foot on Kentish soil, the largest carp 


*The Senator apparently refers to the Lake of 
Geneva, Swiss show-place. 


(a fish) in the Ducal moat is caught 
cooked and served with maitre d’hitel 
sauce. 

Accordingly, when the Prince sat 
down to dinner, the carp was brought 
in and the platter on which it rested 
was passed to him. He turned to the 
butler and said, “No, I thank you,” 
adding that maitre d’hétel sauce dis- 
agreed with him. 

The Labor Party, as a result, is 
making substantial gains in Kent. 





Art, Science, Music, 
Medicine, Household 
Goods and Accessories 





Fiddle Up, Fiddle Up 

While excavating in the Eighth Ay- 
enue subway (New York), Myron F, 
X. Schnick, thirty-two, and needing a 
shave something terrible, turned up 
with his spade twenty-four Stradivarius 
violins, each one bearing the signature 
of Button Gwinnett. Fortunately, all 
the violins were in very bad condition, 
and have been condemned by the De- 
partment of Plant and Structures.* 

aa 

They All Stuck Together 

Composed of 6,122,854,208 pieces of 
mosaic, some of them the size of a pea 
and the others little bits of things, a 
gigantic conception of the Birth of the 
Solar System has been completed by 
Ormon Whipsy of Vienna (American 
citizenship first papers taken out April 
6). Enclosed in a special frame, the 
mosaic has been placed in the Boston 
Museum under the specially 
chenille rug in the main lobby. Ad- 
vertised as worth $58,000 (fifty-eight 
million dollars), it has already at- 
tracted a large crowd of moths. 


— C—O — 


woven 


Black Bottom 


Moorish pirates were unusually thick 
off the Barbary Coast last week, sink- 
ing, burning or carving their initials in 
the galleons Albert W. Smerdiakof 
and Jessie May Smerdiakoff, the 
frigates Tuna Fish, Peanut Butter and 
Anchovy Paste, and several ketches, 
pinks, wherries, smacks, hoys, lerrets, 
kedges and randans. The unfortunate 
crews with their officers were all put 
to the torture of the musical saw. 
These goings-on will ultimately result 
in the intervention of the United States. 


*A department devoted to the care and feeding 
of Plant and Structures. 
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With Apologiesto TRUE STORY MAGAZINE 


She was about to be mar- 
ried and then.... Read 
this enthralling story of a 
girl’s love life with three 
men and what followed. 


Endorsed by thinking 
clergymen. 


He stood there feast- 
ing his eyes upon my 
youth and beauty. 


“Go out of my life, 
Ralph,” I screamed, 
swallowing my pride. 


Is Companionate Love Immoral? 


But 
alas, it was not fated to endure. 

My father, a fashionable poultry farmer, had 
pledged my hand in marriage to the hired man in lieu, as I 
afterwards discovered, of fifty cents in back wages. 

He was a veritable beast who hungered after my body. 
My face went scarlet at the mere thought of it all. 
I hated him and his country ways. 


| WAS an innocent country girl when it all began. 


S [ left home and sought success among the bright lights 
of New York. Soon I became head buyer for a large 
department store. 

Then I met Ralph and my troubles began. He was a 
traveling salesman, a drummer, with a face like a Greek God. 

He offered me love — and companionship. And I, 
poor butterfly that I was, how was I to know he had a wife 
and seven children in Rochester? He told me I was his 
“dream girl,” his “mate,” and once while we were seated 
ina palatial cafeteria his fingers caressed the silken tresses 
of my locks. He spoke tenderly into my shell-like ear, 
whispering words of love. I drank in every syllable. He 
breathed my name. Then he exhaled it. Our lips met ele- 
gantly in a refined kiss. I was lifted to the heights. Hap- 
piness came to me on the wings of the morning. I had loved 
as only a woman can. The afternoon sped by on golden 
wings. 

Then my babe was born, and Ralph vanished into thin air. 

I was disconsolate but soon dried my tears and sought 
solace in my work. 

During this time I had become part owner of the depart- 
ment store in which I worked and found many matters to 
occupy my attention. I put on a mask of gaiety and was 


much sought after for parties among the society folks of 
New York. 

They were real kind to me and often asked, “Mary Doolan, 
why don’t you marry and settle down?” But I laughed at 
their solicitude and refused many a “catch of the season” 
while they marvelled at my cynical indifference. 


HEN Jim, good kindly Jim Barston, swam into my ken 

(he used the Australian crawl stroke—and how!) 
and the ashes of love were rekindled by a miracle. He 
was an itinerant fruit dealer in an exclusive neighborhood 
and had money to burn. Our regard for each other was 
mutual, but on our wedding day the Heavens fell. 

I had gone for a walk in the moonlight and there block- 
ing my path was—Ralph. He had come back and stood 
there feasting his eyes upon my youth and beauty. 

“Go out of my life, Ralph,” 
pride. But he did not go. 


I screamed, swallowing my 
And then Jim came up. 


ND now I have Jim no longer, or Ralph either. For he 
was killed in a drunken brawl a short time afterward, 
and I have only my babe and my memories. 

Why do I write this, I wonder? Well, perhaps some 
young girl will read it and profit and so my life will not 
have been in vain. I hope so, anyway. 

And so my message to you girls is this: when your parents 
start bossing you and crabbing about your habits, tell them 
where to get off. If they get too fresh, walk out on them. 

Because even if the Primrose Path isn’t everything that 
it’s cracked up to be, home life in America isn’t so hot, either. 

But now my babe is calling for his gruel and I must go. 
I live for him alone. 
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Prosperity Standards 
HERE should be considerable sat- 


isfaction to Americans in the state- 
ment recently issued by the Dime Sav- 
ings Banks of America that there are 
more dimes on deposit in this country 
than in any other country in the world. 
The United States has been roundly 
criticized by foreign nations during 
the past few years because it has seen 
fit to save its dimes instead of throw- 
ing them away on reparations and old 
debts, but, with the statement of the 
Dime Savings Banks, a certain amount 
of justification of this course is vouch- 
safed. 

We Americans are a little given to 
overlooking our economic advantages in 
this country. More dimes in the bank 
mean more capital; more capital means 
more production; more production 
means more wages; more wages mean 
more consumer demand; more consumer 
demand means more full-pages in the 
Saturpay Evenine Post advertising 
section—and I-mean-you. 


Intelligent Marriage 


[7 is wise to marry when young be- 

cause the responsibilities of marriage 
awaken the young couple to the mean- 
ing of life at a time when such an 
awakening is most needed and because 
hardships suffered together make for a 
finer communion and a more lasting at- 


tachment between husband and wife 
considering that in youth the emotions 
are unstable a marriage contracted dur- 
ing this period is apt to be a mere 
sentimental or sensual fling which can 
not but result in hatred and unhappi- 
ness inasmuch as every wise marriage 
must be founded on physical attraction 
the prospective husband . and_ wife 
should ascertain whether this attraction 
exists marriage is a life-time partner- 
ship and persons who intend to marry 
should determine whether they will 
have a permanent basis for companion- 
ship after mere physical attraction has 
worn off considering that the summum 
bonum of life isthe development of the 
highest, fullest, freest capacities of the 
individual it is imperative to regard 
matrimony not as an indissoluble and 
sacrosanct welding of two souls into 
one but as an adventure which should 
be ended as soon as it has lost its zest 
for either party to the union since mar- 
riage is basically an economic arrange- 
ment no man should marry until he has 
definitely demonstrated his power as a 
bread-winner inasmuch as nowadays a 
young man is net financially able to 
marry until he has reached the age of 
thirty and inasmuch as this means that 
for ten years or so he must repress a 
natural desire to mate the only way out 
of this most undesirable situation is the 
companionate marriage is merely a sex- 
ual excursion and it is socially harmful 
to marry at twenty and incur the pos- 
sibility of having children because sta- 
tistics show that the offspring of young 
parents have nowhere near the talents 
of children born of parents who mated 
in the late thirties considering that the 
maternal instinct is so deep-seated no 
woman can be happy in marriage unless 
she has children early and it is also 
true that no man can be long attached 
to wife and home without the responsi- 
bility and the inspiration of rearing 
sons and daughters since marriage is 
fundamentally an arrangement by 
which the race perpetuates itself it is 
fundamentally tragic and men and 
women are wrong to seek in it the 
gratification of personal desires and the 
fulfillment of dreams is the goal of 
marriage which begins with those 
precious dreams and illusions inherent 
in the very nature of love since love is 
an emotion and emotions are the most 
ephemeral things in the world a mar- 
riage based wholly on love is possible 
and should be striven for despite the 
fact that human relationships are eter- 
nally mysterious and uncertain as is 
everything else in this world. 


Atmerican:Made Money 


ATTENTION can not be too 

strongly (or too interestingly) 
called to the tendency among American 
investors to overlook American indys- 
tries, as such, in their choice of secy. 
rities. If American business is to 
grow as it has been growing and if 
American manufacturies are to thrive 
as they have been thriving, then fill ip 
this space with something which no- 
body will read anyway. 

It has been estimated that, in 1990, 
$3,000,000, or, in other words, $4,000, 
000 was invested in non-negotiable 
$5,000,000. This brings us down to 
1919. It stands to reason, therefore, 
that, in the face of foreign competition, 
American manufacturies must either 
have aid from the Government in the 
form of reduced taxes or take over the 
Government entirely. This last alter- 
native is not so impossible as it sounds, 
If American business and manufactur- 
ing interests, on whom the entire nation 
is dependent for its advertising rey- 
enue, were to take over the reins of 
government, or even click at it through 
their teeth and say, “Giddap, Govern- 
ment!” (subject for neat week’s Her- 
bert Johnson cartoon), then those of us 
who pride ourselves on being American 
citizens—and you had jolly well better 
pride yourself on it or you'll be sent 
back to where you came from—if this, 
then, is what our forefathers fought 
for, is it any wonder that $45,000,000 
or $245,000,000? 


To Tax or Not to Tax 
CCASIONALLY we hear that the 


income tax is too high. The war 
is over, it is said. Why are we asked 
to pay for it still? Or are we? 

The answer to this is simple. We 
are all a part of America. America is 
no longer fighting on the battlefields, 
it is true, but America is still fighting 
the jealousy and rapacity of foreign 
nations and the futile whining of long- 
haired men and _ short-haired 
and will continue to fight them until 
one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, 
eight, nine, ten dollars. 

There is no doubt, however, that 
our business organizations and manv- 
facturing concerns are being taxed be- 
yond the limit of their endurance. For 
this we would recommend a hot rub- 
down, followed by clearing and colder, 
and our congratulations to the only per 
son who has ever finished a SaTurpAY 
EveninG Post editorial. 


women, 
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B. 


word reached the nursery 

my father wished to speak to me 
in the music room. A few minutes heter 
| was sitting on his knees. * 
1?” I asked. He replied: 


“Joey, the romance of bridge-build- 


Or day in the spring of 1884 


ing has never been told. 


will be.” 


That is my earliest recollection 
my father, who perhaps did more than 
any other individual to remove from 
bridge-building the stigma 
disrepute and raise it to the dignity of 
one of the country’s greatest industries. 


I don’t think I shall 
ever forget the light in 
my father’s eyes as he 
told me never to be 
ashamed of being the 
sonof a bridge- 
builder. I think his 
understanding heart 
had detected in my 
fae the result of 
daily teasing by my 
schoolmates. Writers 
in various magazines 
have referred to me 
as a great character 
reader. I firmly be- 
lieve I received this 
gift from my father. 

I was about seven 
when I was first taken 
along by my father to 
see a bridge erected. 
In those days the ar- 
rival of an erection 
squad meant trouble 
unless the situation 
was delicately 
handled. Father had 
the situation well in 
hand, however, and he 
and his “gypsies, ” as 
the townspeople ¢ -alled 
them, were maneuver- 
ing some pieces of 
steel into position 
when I arrived to see 
the work. I remember 
the cries of the fore- 
men: “No, don’t put 
it up over there, fel- 


lows; the river is over here.” 
rhythm of the chantey m 
sang to keep the gleaming 
muscles of the men working in unison. 
At last the structure swung into po- 
and the “bridgies’” burst 
cheers of “Hurrah!” 
I remember, too, 


of getting to the other side. 
Gonnick men celebrated the completion 
of their work that night by a lap sup- 


LS I 


” 


any “highfaluting 


I remem- 


the baffled looks on 
the faces of natives—it was in Massa- 
chusetts—who had been so used to 
swimming across the river that they 


While the 


The Story of a Great Industry 


By Joseph LL. Gonnick =_— Js Told to Lucy Bannister Hoop 


per in the middle of the bridge, there 
was a final protest by the townsfolk. 
The women residents organized a torch- 
light parade and two by two solemnly 
marched past the new link between 
them and civilization. As each pair 
went by they turned their heads and 
remarked: “I won't look at the pesky 
thing. Drat it and tarnation.” 


When Nation Was Tunnel Mad 


HERE were influences other than 
local customs which the bridgemen 
of those days had to fight. Stories of 
the ingenuity of railroad engineers in 
the Alps had reached 








PHOTO BY EWING GALLOWAY 


View of Lake Louise, One of the Natural Wonders 
of the Canadian Rockies. 


America and the 
country was tunnel 
mad. Every city 
wanted to have one 
and the Acme Tunnel 
Company of Kansas 
and other great cor- 
porations threatened 
the very life of our 
industry. However, 
the movement turned 
out to be a passing 
craze and after several 
of the larger tunnel 
companies had lost 
many important suits 
to people whose cel- 
lars had been entered 
through faulty boring, 
the competition grad- 
ually died out. 

At the beginning of 
the present century 
my father introduced 
an innovation which 
overnight put bridge- 
building on a sound 
business basis. Like 
many other benefits in 
life it came from a 
disaster. 

A bridge which our 
firm had erected across 
the Sheep Meadow in 
Central Park had been 
torn down overnight 
by hoodlums in the 
employ of the Board 








(Continued on Page 30) 





The ECLIPSE 


With Apologies to LOVER'S WEEKLY 








Editorial 


Ecuipse covers! This is your mag- 
azine. It was founded in response to 
your demand, and has been conducted in 
your interests. 

Many letters that come to the office of 
the Ecurpse Lover’s WEEKLY assure us 
that you can’t get along without this 
magazine. By the same token, we can’t 
get along without you. 

To get down to brass tacks: the 
Ecurpse Lover’s WEEKLY can’t continue 
without your co-operation. We need 
more from you than just the dollars you 
pay for your subscriptions. We want 
contributions. 

The fact that you read this little paper 
proves that you have an enthusiasm for 
eclipses. Why not share that enthusi- 
asm with other eclipse lovers? Why not 
write out your experiences in famous 
eclipses, or your views on eclipsing in 
general, and send them in to us? 

We're particularly anxious to hear 
from readers in Peru, Brazil and Central 
Africa who witnessed the big 6.9 second 
eclipse of 1919. 

The Eciipse Lover’s WEEK y is always 
glad to consider short sketches, satires 
or love stories with a strong eclipse in- 
terest. 

Get out the old pen, eclipse lovers, 
and go to it! 





Eclipse Watching 
Many Lands 


No. 22. Baluchistan 
By K. L. J. Degripat 


WHEN THE Eclipse Watching series 
began I had no idea it would prove so 
popular as it has and when the Editor of 
the Eciipse Lover’s WEEKLY invited me 
to tell about conditions in my own 
country and the work being done here | 
was naturally very happy. 

In Baluchistan we have an excellent 
observatory of which I am the head. It 
was built in 1878 by funds supplied by 
the Cecil Rhodes Astronomical Research 
Commission in compliance with the 
terms of the Empire builder’s will that ob- 
servatories be given to all countries for 
the purpose of seeing what eclipses and 
other heavenly phenomena were all 
about. As our family was one of the 
leading families in Baluchistan the 
money was turned over to us with little 
or no instructions as the Commission 
wanted to get its work done quickly. 

So my father, having no idea what to 
do with the money, gave it to me and I 





Here’s Fun! 

One of our readers, John Peter Toohey, 
1202 Elm Avenue, Corner of Elm, Venida, 
Calif., sends in a suggestion for a game, and 
we are glad to pass it on to eclipse lovers. 
“It is such a long time between eclipses,” 
writes Mr. Toohey, “that we fans don’t 
always know what to do with our evenings.” 
He goes on to explain that, to play this 
game, you need only a standard kerosene 
lamp with a round globe, and a disk of 
black cardboard about eight inches in di- 
ameter. One of the group of players is 
chosen to be “It,” and he then holds the 
disk before the globe (see illus.) in varying 
positions, each of which represents the de- 
gree of totality achieved by some famous 
eclipse. The other players are asked, in each 
case, to guess what eclipse is represented. 
Any number of people can participate in this 
fascinating game, and attractive favors may 
be devised for the winners and, of course, 
amusing “forfeits” for the losers. 





had a fine observatory built. Unfor- 
tunately, all the telescopes I ordered got 
broken on their way to our mountainous 
country and we have had to do the best 
we could without them. Thus an article 
on watching eclipses in Baluchistan is 
bound to be a bit limited. 

However, it is fun to watch them here 
just as it is fun to watch them elsewhere, 
oh, my fellow eclipse watchers. When 
there is an eclipse everybody runs out of 
their houses yelling: “Ip neb! Ip neb!” 
(“Look at the eclipse! Look at the 
eclipse!’’) 

When the display is over everybody 
goes to the head priest—I am he—cry- 
ing: “Hoos tas? Hoos tas?” (““What was 
it? What was it?’) I then tell them 
and they go home very excited. 

It was no easy work getting them used 
to such occurrences, however. Baluchis- 
tan is a country of many superstitions 
and when the observatory was first built 
the poorer classes all thought it was a 
yiuntk, a kind of service station, and in- 
sisted that it be turned upside down. 
This was immediately done and the floor 
removed, thereby giving us a much better 
view of the heavens. 





—_ 


Now we have placed seats in the dome 
and people come and sit there in the 
evenings. 

The best eclipse I ever saw was the 
one in 1924, though I think my favorite 
was the one in 1902 which was so dark 
we didn’t know what to think. j 





In the Mailbag 


Dear Epiror: 


Thank goodness I have discovered a 
last a real, live wide-awake magazine for 
eclipse lovers. I have watched eclipses 
ever since I was a shaver (I began 
with an old straight-blade in 1897) 
and always wondered why no one ever 
thought to publish a journal for people 
of similar tastes. I like the general ar. 
ticles very much and am especially fond 
of the “Fun Spots” and “Eclipse Lovers 
Calendar” depts. I plan to see the par- 
tial scheduled for Northern Sweden and 
Norway in 1942 as that will be the year 
of my golden wedding. Please keep up 
the good work. Hurrah. 

—J. K. Pow te. 





Newsy Bits From All 
Parts of Eclipse World 


Francis N. Barrer, popular eclipse fan 
of Multiple, Iowa, was the recipient of 
a magnificent Bloch-Zoos 22’ recording- 
repeating telescope at a surprise party 
given him last week by local eclipsers. The 
telescope was cleverly hidden in 50 feet 
of sewer pipe and smuggled into his 
residence by “workmen” who asked Mr. 
Barrel for permission to leave the “pipe” 
there overnight. When the covering was 
removed at the party Mr. Barrel confessed 
he had been taken in completely. 


Prof. Jacques de Vrissac is planning 
the addition of a new eye-piece to the 
smaller telescope at the Observatoire des 
Alpes-Maritimes this summer. Many 
who attended the last International 
Eclipse Observers’ Association convention 
will recall his campaign to land the next 
meeting for his home town, Marseilles, 
with the slogan, “We Is All A-Gwine to 
Marseilles Fer De Next Annual Jamboree 
of The International Eclipse Observers’ 
Association and Allied Societies, May 
12-14, Inclusive, 1928.” 


Dr. Fwi Pen Yio, the Burmese eclipse 
expert, is planning a fishing trip ™ 
Burma during vacation time this 
summer. 





nning 
o the 
e des 
Many 
tional 
ntion 
next 
eilles, 
ne to 
boree 
rvers’ 
May 


clipse 
ip in 
' this 


With Apologiesto HARPER’S BAZAR 


BY Kener ole Leyer 








PETIT 
DEJEUNER 


A symphony in brown 
Boulognie with mustard 
for milady who sleeps 
late -and eats hearty. 
From Maison Goufy. 


Sse eee 








SMART CLOTHES FOR SMART AILMENTS 
The Ill Dressed Woman Selects 
Her Ether Apparel 


Cannes, Alpes-Maritimes, Point 
d’Esprit, Zut, Alors, France. 
O be truly smart these days, one’s décor must match 
one’s ailment. C’est a dire (that is by way of saying) 
one who is suffering from internal troubles—such as heart- 
burn, torpid liver or other complaints of women (and how 
many complaints of women are heard in this workaday 
world, to be sure!) 

In short, Madame de la Mode (Mrs. of the mode), when 
ill, expresses her symptoms in her robes de style. (Note to 
Printer: Look up English equivalent of “robes de style” 
and fill in same here.) To sum up, Madame is ill dressed. 
For example (par exemple), at Biarritz—or was it Bay 
City?—last season there was an utterly charming young 
woman with a slight attack of Delirium Tremens (unusually 
large delirium) who ruined the whole effect of her malady 
by wearing long white kid gloves of the premier Empire type. 
Needless to say, the young woman in question was the vic- 
tim of much innocent badinage (razzing). 


In former years, but little attention was paid to ailments 
by the grandes coutures (now listen: we're getting pretty 
damned sick of having to translate all these French words 
that the Baron strews around in his copy. It’s trouble 
enough having to draw lines under them to show that they're 
to be printed in italic. Hereafter, you, dear reader, can 
translate them for yourself, and to hell with you). To con- 
tinue—the grandes coutures were content to concentrate only 
on the more obvious of the ailments—appendicitis, spots 
before the eyes, diseases of the scalp and what not. 

This year, however, modes des malades in the “Inner 
Circle” (Trade-Mark—Copyright) have achieved great im- 
portance and such distinguished houses as Dégoit, Gaga, Ma- 
dame Coucou and Maison Goufy are featuring in their spring 
openings various robes neurastheniques (gargle that one). 

And now—mes amis trans-atlantiques—please turn to page 
146 of the advertising section, where you will be told that 
the society leaders of America and the crowned heads of 
Europe are absolutely enchanté with Simmons Beds. 





With Apologies to The Nation 








The Truth About 
Hoover 


E have been vouchsafed by the Government pub- 

\ \ licity bureaus a great deal of information concern- 

ing the beneficent activities of the Secretary of our 

national Department of Commerce, but there seems to have 

been a strange silence concerning what were known as the 

“Hoover mutilations” along back in June, 1905. For nobody 

wants it bruited about not only that Herbert Hoover cut 

children’s ears but that his entire chest and back are tattooed 
with pictures of ships and girls’ names. 

And yet there are records on file showing that a certain 
“Humphrey Hofer,” during the month of June, 1905, took 
eleven children out into a field and pierced their ears for 
earrings (the earrings, by an odd chance, had to be bought 
through the American Institute of Mining and Metallurgical 
Engineers) and then sent them packing off home, tired but 
happy. Later in the day, this same Hoover, or “Hofer,” 
was found to have a complete series of frigates tattooed 
across his chest and the names “Pearl,” “Minn” and “Nini” 
on each shoulderbiade. 

This matter has been brought up before, but the whole 
thing was hushed away by the Government officials’ saying 
that they didn’t know where Mr. Hoover was but that he 
would be back after lunch. This was in June. In July 
(pages 145 to 170) there seems to have been a sudden infla- 
tion of currency, with some slight fever, but the records 
do not say whether or not it was any fun. 

What the records do show is that we have for a Secretary 
of Commerce a man who sets fire to old people’s houses. 
And that’s not very nice to do, is it? 


India Resurgent 


public mind concerning the motives behind the recent 
anti-British revolt in India, or rather concerning the 


jen seems to be some slight misapprehension in the 


anti-British revolt which is imminent in India. This is 
doubtless due to the fact that the situation has been be- 
fogged by the statements issued by the British Foreign 
Office and by the International Wagons-Lits. 

There are three distinct parties in India: the Centrist, 
the Grand Centrist and the Right Wing Under. Sometimes 
one hears of another party—the Old Party Returning 
Slightly the Worse for Wear from a Regimental Dinner— 
but that is only in Punch, and is never very funny. 

The Centrist Party, or adherents of Rahman Digg, have 
been in power now for six or seven yearos, and have ruled 
with an iron hand. They have suppressed free speech; they 
have advocated a seven-cent subway fare; they have been 
just as nasty as they could be to a whole lot of people. 
This has been due to the fact that India now functions under 
an obsolete law known as Ohm’s Law, whereby a falling 
body increases in physical attraction thirty-two feet per 
second per second, making it, by the time it has landed, 
practically irresistible. 

Against this law there has been a vast amount of agita- 
tion on the part of the people who like nice things. The 


eS, 


Grand Centrists, or advocates of the Slightly-Ajar Doo, 
policy, have taken the middle course, as usual, and are try- 
ing to drag a fish, fowl, or good red herring across the trai) 
in order to avoid the issue. Our correspondent, whose article 
on the subject appears on another page, seems to feel tha 
the issue can not be avoided. We are inclined to agree 
with him. 

The time is coming when England must take India jnty 
account, just as there was a time coming when the Unite 
States had to take Nicaragua into account and didn’t, and 
when Italy had to take the Tyrol into account and hasn't 
yet. But, sooner or later, all these things will come to pass, 
either through revolution or violet rays or that Divine Lay 
which watches over children and drunkards, and when that 
time comes, it will be time for France to take the French 
peasant into account and depose that tyrant who now holds 
court at Versailles. 


Mr. Kellogg’s Dilemma 


T is perhaps not too early to begin worrying about the 
next Nicaraguan crisis, if the present one can really be 
said ever to have abated. That the United States has 

acted in bad faith goes without saying, but even that would 
not seem to justify Secretary Kellogg’s arbitrary destruc 
tion of the machine-guns captured on the Austro-Hungarian 
border. If Mussolini wants an ally against Jugoslavia, and 
we have every indication that he does, he has at his disposal 
the counter clock-wise sections of the Treaty of the Trianon, 
and unless he is definitely and ruthlessly out to make a 
enemy of the Bratiano government, he can do better than 
oppose President Leguia (of Peru somewhere). We have 
as yet had no occasion to change our original opinion that a 
merger between the Seiyukai, or landed interests of Japan, 
and the forces of Sandino would not only prove an embar- 
rassment to Secretary Kellogg but would bring the whole 
matter to a head and confuse the igsue to a point where the 
United States would have to explain its position or “eat 
crow. 


Correspondence 


To tue Epiror or Tue Nation: 

Sir: As one who makes it a rule never to write letters 
to editors, permit me to say that I think your magazine 
is a “darb.” We swear by it in our family, and when the 
postman leaves it at the back-door every week, I can tell 
you there’s some scramble to see who'll get it first. With 
so much destructive criticism and knocking going on in 
this world, it’s a relief to find a publication that has th 
courage to tell the truth about people without getting sore 
or hurting their feelings. We're all crazy about your big, 
gripping serial story of romance in the U. S. Marine 
Corps and it just seems as if we couldn’t get enough of 
“Hey” Broun’s little nature talks. What a soul that mat 
must have! Give us lots more of Broun! Well—I won! 
bore you any further. I guess you get so many letters 
like this that one more doesn’t make much “diff,” but ! 
just thought you’d like to know how one group of readers 
feels about The Nation. Keep up the “good work!” 

Cavin Cooxiner, Pres. 

Washington, D. C., April 24. 
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With Apologies to Christian Herald 























of fresh air at a time when the 
lungs of civilization are clogged 
with the accumulated back- 
wash of centuries of age-old 
traditions, age-old concepts, 
age-old dogmas. She has 
proved that you can teach an 
old dogma new tricks! 





‘THE significance of Clara 

Bow is best illustrated by 
an episode in the home life of 
a friend of mine who lives in 
a city not far from here. 

My friend and his good wife 
were seated by their fireside 
on a winter’s evening not long 
ago. He was reading the 
evening paper; she was think- 
ing over the events of the day. 














Suddenly my friend laid 





Dainty Miss Clara Bow, Bright Particular 
Star of Paramount Pictures, and the sub- 
ject of our little “Talk-Fest” this week. 


GREAT many churchmen are 
A spending a great deal of time 

these days thinking about Clara 
Bow. 

This dainty little lady, who stars in 
Paramount Pictures (and remember, 
my friends, if it’s a Paramount Picture 
it's the best show in town, if it’s that 
kind of town)—this dainty little lady 
has captivated the hearts of all who 
like to look behind the mere shadows 
that prance and pirouette upon the 
silver screen and search the depths of 
the souls that lurk behind those 
shadows. 


HO has not thrilled inwardly to 

the charm of little Miss Bow’s 
pranks in such photoplays as “It,” 
“Get Your Man” and “Red Hair”? 

Who has not sensed the significant 
message conveyed in these delicious 
harlequinades of youth? 

Who, having known her, is not just 
a little bit better equipped to meet the 
problems and concerns that confront us 
from day to day? 

Clara Bow comes to us like a breath 


aside his paper and looked 
across at his “better half.” 

“My dear,” said he, “it is much too 
fine an evening to spend indoors. The 
moon is at the full and a pleasant breeze 
has come up. So 
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The Message of Clara 


Bow 


How One Man Heard That Message and 
What He Did About It 


can have a frosted chocolate malted 
milk or what you will afterward.” 

“Look in the paper and see what it 
is,” commanded his wife, and it was 
obvious that she meant just what she 
said. 

So my friend turned to the theatrical 
column. 

“It’s a picture called “Red Hair,” 
he told her. 

“Who's in it?” she asked, and again 
he consulted his paper. 

“Someone named Clara Bow,” 
he. 

“Oh!” exclaimed his wife. “So 
that’s why you want us to put on our 
hats and coats and go to the moving 
picture show!” And _ that foolish 
woman added, “You don’t leave this 
house to see any Clara Bow pictures— 
not while J keep my health!” 


said 


ANP sure enough, my friend stayed 

at home that evening and listened 
to the Clicquot Club Eskimos over the 
radio! 





let us put on our 
hats and coats and 
go to the moving 
picture show.” 


OW, it wasn’t 

like my friend 
to offer such a 
suggestion. Indeed, 
many of us have 
chided him because 
of his total indiffer- 
ence to the world 
of make-believe that 
is called the silent 
drama. Thus, his 
wife’s suspicions 
were aroused. 

“What's the pic- 
ture to-day?” she 
asked. 

“I’m blessed if I 
know,” responded 
my friend, good- 
naturedly. “But 
it’s bound to be en- 
tertaining, and we 





“Which horse is going to win?” and “What are the 
odds?” are questions that are being heard on all sides— 
and while it is virtually impossible at this date to find a 
satisfactory answer for these queries, still those church- 
men who keep their eyes open and weigh carefully all 
the varying aspects of the current dope will have the best 
chance of cashing in. 


It is safe to assume, however, that the crowds that 
gather from North, South, East and West at Churchill 
Downs will see as sweet a field of fillies as was ever 
assembled on one track. 


We're making no predictions; like the colored gentle- 
man in the story, we’re “sayin’ nothing and sawin’ wood.” 
But just the same, we're going to be in there hurrahing 
for “Petee-Wrack” (to win), “Hot Toddy” (place) and 
“Distraction” (show)—and if these steppers don’t finish 
in the money, we know of one mission in French Indo- 
China that won't get a new swimming-pool this year. 


Turf Dope 


EEDLESS to say, the main topic of conversation in 

church circles these days is the Kentucky Derby— 
the historic classic which is so soon to be run on the 
well-known turf of Churchill Downs. 


“The Clocker.” 











- OU’VE got to admit it 
, looks pretty good for 
the Democrats,” said 

Mr. Stubbs. 

“Where’ve you been gettin’ 
that idea?” asked Uncle 
Henry. “Listenin’ this 
fellow, Bryan?” 

“You've got to admit he’s 
pretty good,” said Mr. 
Stubbs. 

“The trouble with bein’ 
pretty good, "Lonzo, is that 
it ain’t quite good enough,” 
said Uncle Henry. “The 
Democrats believe Free Silver 
is pretty good, but it strikes 
me that I’ve faintly heard 
people talkin’ about gold as 
bein’ simply magnificent in 
the way of metal. 

“I guess I’m kind of old- 
fashioned about some things, 
Hinnissey—I mean ‘Lonzo, 
and one of them is that 
there’s no flies on me if I can 
help it. Oi’m afther belavin’ 
that the Dimmycratic Pahrty 
—I mean, I believe that the 
Democrats are regalin’ them- 
selves with Bryan’s oratory 
as if it were a new beverage. 
One swig of it and the world 
seems a little pleasanter. You 
feel a glow. Two swigs and 
all you see is the invitation to 
more enjoyment. Three 
drinks and all you notice is 
the bubblin’ stream of ideas 


to 


With Apologies to Collier’s, The National Weekly, 


wet Looks Like McKinley 


“I’ve been a-hangin’ round this old so-called world of ourn 
quite a spell now, ’Lonzo, an’ after lookin’ at both sides ¢ th; 
argument, an’ weighin’ one thin’ with nother, I've just abou 
decided that what was good ’nough for Mr. Dooley ’s good 


proceedin’ from the Silver 
Voiced Orator of the Platte. 
When you go that far you're 
beyond everythin’ but the 
Keeley Cure or a Republican 
landslide.” 

“But you’ve got to admit 
some of the Republicans are 
worried, Uncle Dooley,” said 


“Not on your 


"nough for me.” 


out to his boat in Chesapeake 
Bay. For a while it got so 
bad that every time he threw 
his hook into the water a head 
would bob up and ask if it 
couldn’t have a post-office ap- 
pointment or be Ambassador 
to the Court of St. James’ or 
somethin’. He tried hittin’ 
them over the head with an 
oar but it only encouraged 
approachin’ swimmers to 
think there might be an im- 
mediate vacancy somewhere.” 

“But you’ve got to admit 
Bryan’s a good man,” said 
Mr. Stubbs, whose agreement 
was that after every long 
paragraph he should raise a 
new question so that Uncle 
Henry could keep the article 
going. 

“What's that got to do 
with it?” replied Uncle 
Henry. “The big thing to- 





sweet life,” said 
Uncle Henry. 
“It’s the Demo- 
crats that are 
worried. 
They’ve been 
stunned by the 
thought that 
maybe they've 
really got hold 
of a good propo- 
sition at last and 
are kind of be- 
wildered because 
if it is they won’t 
know how they’ll 
find offices 
enough in Wash- 
in’ton for their 
loyal workers. 
Cleveland has 
been away fishin’ 
so much that 
most of the office 
hunters have 
been put to work 
to keep them 
from swimmin’ 


Mr. Stubbs. 
oe 


comical. 
winner: 





Try this fascinating new game. 
Just arrange the letters of any word 
so that the picture thus formed looks 
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Here’s this week’s prize- 
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day, Hinnissey—doggone it, 
I keep on mistakin’ you for 
somebody else, *Lonzo—the 
big thing to-day is the bicycle 
craze. It’s gettin’ so now 
that you can’t go down the 
street without—” 

“But you've got to admit 
that you talked about bicycles 
a couple of weeks ago,” said 
Mr. Stubbs. 

“That’s perfectly — true,” 
said Uncle Henry. “Suppose 
I keep on discussin’ the polit- 
ical situation. Well, here's 
Bryan and McKinley, two 
bright young fellows if | 
ever saw two. And it’s goir’ 
to be an invigoratin’ caw- 
paign, too. If it does nothin’ 
else it'll make the country 
healthier. The people are 
goin’ to spend more time in 
the open air than they have 
since Prince Henry was here. 
Accordin’ to last week's sta- 
tistics, forty-six thousand 
Bryan Marchin’ Clubs have 
been organized in Nebraska 
alone. The price of kerosene 
for use in torchlight parades 
is now so high that if a fel- 
low wants to fill an ordinary 
house lamp he has to give 4 
mortgage on his house to 
Grand Marshal. On the other 
hand, it’s been a godsend to 
the red fire people. It’s al- 
ready reached a point where 
a city street don’t look nat- 
ural at night unless—” 

“I wonder,” Mr. Stubbs 
interrupted, “if Finley Peter 
Dunne ever reads these at 
ticles.” 

“I wonder you don’t keep 
your mouth shut more,” said 
Uncle Henry. 
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With the savage scream of a wild animal trapped at last, Hawkins had started fanning. But 
Black’s pearl-handled smoke wagon was even quicker. 


The high-pitched scream of roaring guns, the thunder of steel-clad hooves on the up-trail, the 


acrid scent of danger and sudden death, and at the end of it all, a ‘‘wonder girl.”’ 


Such was 


the lot of Black Dick in the performance of his duty, Black Dick, the salivatin’est, bone- 
crunchin’est waddy that ever forked a bronc. 


ITH a jingle of silver spurs, the tall, lean, bronzed 
hombre entered the confines of Ye Olde Gila Monster 
Tea Shoppe and Waffle Bazaar. 

“Miss Molly Pierson, I believe?” The light gray two- 
gallon hat swept the floor in an elaborate bow. Butch 
Hawkins, foreman of the Triangle-Circle-Triangle-Circle- 
Triangle sprang to his feet, hissing like a varmint rattler. 

“None of yore Greaser’s ways around hyar, stranger,” he 
snarled, “this hyar is White Man’s Land!” 

The blue in the questing eyes of the stranger held the 
chill of steel. Into his hand leapt a gun. Lead sprayed at 
the five of diamonds pegged on the farther wall. When the 
smoke cleared away, the five of diamonds had changed into 
the queen of spades. 

‘ !” gasped Butch. “There’s only one hombre I ever 
heerd could pull that trick.” Suddenly a look of mortal 
fear came into his eyes. 

The stranger and Molly Pierson had disappeared. 


“Miss Molly,” the voice, oddly gentle, rose softly above 
the padding of the cayuses, “I’m a-askin’ you to believe 
I ain’t a-meanin’ y’ no hurt. Will y’ trust me, gal?” 

“Stranger,” Molly’s voice was steady with the confidence 
of brave womanhood bred under the Western stars, “I don’t 
know whut yore game is, but I trust y’. Y’ look like y’ had 
a mother somewheres...and mebbe a little sister... .” 


For a moment the chill blue eyes of the stranger deep- 
ened and glowed. “Come, Molly gal,” he said in a husky 
voice, “this ain’t no time fer foolin’.” 

They rode in silence to the top of the next ridge. Sud- 
denly the stranger reined in. From the trail below came 
the faint sound of creaking leather. 

“The posse!’ whispered the stranger, 

“T’ll hold it,” whispered Molly. “Make yore getaway.” 

“You'll do that for me, gal?” Molly nodded. Quickly 
pressing her gauntleted hand, the stranger slipped silently 
into the sage. 

Near and nearer came the posse, bits tingling softly. It 
was now or never. “Here, posse, posse!” called Molly in 
a low, clear voice. Mewing with recognition, the posse 
burst through the underbrush and fawned at her feet. She 
had saved the stranger—but why? A mantle of crimson 
slowly crept over Molly Pierson, enveloping her from head 
to foot. 


“__after me!” 


“I tell y’,” Butch Hawkins was holding forth inside the 
Gila Monster, “only one hombre can pull that thar card- 
shootin’ trick and that hombre’s Black Dick—th’ man that 
killed James Pierson.” 

“That’s a lie!” A cold voice spoke up behind Butch 
Hawkins. It was the tall, lean, bronzed stranger. 

Hawkins whirled. “Black Dick!” (Continued on page 80) 
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Bridges I Have Known 


of Aldermen. The bridge had been a 
particularly high one and my father 
had been very proud of it. 

“It’s the dandiest one we've ever 
fooled around with,’ he had informed 
some of his competitors at the Man- 
hattan Bridge Club during its erection. 

So he must have been cruelly disap- 
pointed when one of our field inspectors 
dashed into the office the day after it 
had been unveiled. 

“You know that new bridge that 
you've just put up in the sheep meadow 
in Central Park, Mr. Gonnick?” he 
gasped. 

“Yes,” said my father. 

“Oh, my God!” said the field man. 

“What's happened, Beverly?” said 


Life 


my father, 
wrong. 

“Go on up and see,” said Beverly. 
“There’s nothing there now but the 
sheep meadow. Overnight the bridge 
has been torn down by hoodlums in the 
employ of the Board of Aldermen.” 

That night father said little but it 
was evident that he was thinking 
deeply. Next morning he asked me to 
go with him to an architect's office. 
For a half-hour he was closeted with 
the architect listening to how houses 
were built and sold. Then he came out. 

“I’ve got it, Joey,” he said as we 
started along the street toward our fac- 
tory. “We've been following a risky 
business for years in putting up bridges 


sensing something was 


(Continued from page 23) 


and hoping people would like they 
From now on we build no bridges 
without a written order from the people 
who want bridges and have the dolla 
in the bank with which to pay for they, 
The age of co-operation is here!” 

The next day father began getting 
towns and cities to take an active jp. 
terest in their aerial thoroughfares, | 
firmly believe that the bridge indust,, 
was advanced fifty years by what haj 
at first seemed like a pretty kettle of 
fish. 

(This is the eighth of a series 
articles by Joseph L. Gonnick, as tolj 
to Lucy Bannister Hoop. Another 
article in this series will be published 
in the next Burlesque Number.) 





Coyote Pizen 


His face froze into a mask of horror. 
“Richard Black of the Rangers. 
Boys, the game is up. I’ve been trail- 
ing that killing for five years, and 
now—” he slapped his inside pocket 
from the outside—‘I have the proofs. 
James Pierson was murdered by a man 
who had a scar on his neck. Have any 
of you,” he asked sternly, “ever known 
Butch Hawkins to wash his neck?” 
The roar of a six-gun interrupted 
the exclamations of surprise. With the 
savage scream of a wild animal trapped 
at last, Hawkins had started fanning. 
But Black’s’ pearl-handled smoke 


wagon was even quicker. The hand 
that could change a jack of clubs into 
three no-trumps need not waver in find- 
ing the heart of a coward. Butch 
Hawkins slumped to the ground. Bend- 
ing over him, with two quick swipes of 
the bar rag—pardon me, the teacup 
towel—Richard Black of the Rangers 
proved his contention. 

Weeping wildly, Molly Pierson ran 
from her place in back of the cashier’s 
desk and cast herself into the ready 
arms of the avenger of her father’s 
death. Rough and uncouth as were 
those sons of the West, there was not 


(Continued from page 29) 


one of them but turned away his head. 


“Waal,” said Greasewood Dorgan, 
digging his life-long partner, Flapjack 
Hurley, in the ribs, “y’ danged ok 
maverick-rustlin’ waddy, looks like thar 
was to be a weddin’ around these hya 
parts, hyar, soon like.” 

As he hacked himself off a potent 
chaw of U. S. Plug, Hurley chuckled 
softly. “Weddin’,” he answered. 
“Shucks, Greasewood, I should hope t 
spit in yore mesquite!” 


THE END 





What to Do, What to Do 
(Continued from page 14) 

is no need to worry over what is to ap- 
pear on the “table” on any particular 
occasion. For people in moderate cir- 
cumstances, however, it is best to ask 
the guests to bring their own sand- 
wiches and hard-boiled eggs, and pro- 
vide salt, paper napkins, and pine 
tables for their entertainment. They 
will think the more of you for it. As 
for your husband’s brother. I can offer 
but little advice. Such things happen 
even in the highest circles. You can 
always tell him that you have been 
called out of town, that the dinner is 
to be given the week after the actual 
date, or that all of those invited have 
contagious “diseases” ; but see what any 
of that gets you. 


High Hat 
(Continued from page 15) 
then Mac clambered down into the 
“boozelage” (Ha! Ha!) (Hic) and 
trilled, “Ye Gods, Junior, our fuel’s 
gone stale.” ‘“No—not that!” I cried. 
..."Yes, that. It’s been here (Hic) 
for daze and daze” (days and days)... 
“Wotta we gonna do?” gargled Mac. 
... "We gotta (Hic) have new fuel,” I 
screamed....“No, we don’t gotta have 
new fuel,” said the man who said he 
(Hic) wasn’t Barney Gallant... .““Why 
not new fuel?” curtsied I an’ Mac.... 
“’Cause there’s no fuel like an old 
fuel,” cracked the man who said he 
wasn’t Barney Gallant....Hey! Hey! 
(Hic) (Haec) (Hoc) (Hooey) 
(Hooey) (Hooey). 
Judge, Jr. 


Is Perpetuum Mobile an 
Ignis Fatuus? 
(Continued from page 18) 
Subsequent to Leibkiichen’s death by 
slow boiling in oil there has been little 
activity in perpetual motion experi 
mentation, as can easily be imagined. 
Nevertheless, when we come to 4 
consideration of the possibility of fuel 
less propulsion, we must be careful no 
to brand as “hoaxes” the courageous at 
tempts of innovators to defeat the 
forces of friction and inertia. Per 
haps, in the welter of spurious app 
ratus designed merely to dupe the 
credulous, there may be one day 4 
bona fide perpetual motion machin 
which will solve our human problems. 
Till then, we can only hope and pray 
and subscribe regularly for the Sciex 
TIFIC AMERICAN. 
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A Modern Form 


of Common-Sense 


If you wake up some night and find a 
burglar in your room ---??? 


ERO stuff? Melodrama? Not likely! 

You'll probably observe the technique 

of this profession of which you’ve heard 
so much, and tell him, if he knows you’re 
awake, to go right ahead and help himself. 


The sooner he’s through the better you'll 
both like it. 


For you can later replace the stolen valuables 
with more of the same kind of work that pro- 
duced them in the first place. And melodramatic 


heroics are out of date. 


BUT—the most dangerous of today’s thieves, 
burglars and stick-up men are fiendishly clever. 


They know you—and your habits—in advance. 


If you are known to be armed—they avoid 
you. They know that the man who would de- 
cline to interrupt them when they see him first, 
might act quite differently if he got the drop on 
them from a dark room or the head of the stairs. 
And with the new, heavy-penalty laws, second 
offenders cannot afford to take a chance. 


Make no mistake. They’ re not “gallant rogues’’. 
They’re dope fiends and vicious killers. 


Own a Smith & Wesson. Talk about it as a 
matter of course. Let it be known that you are 
not only armed but armed with the most depend- 
able and accurate revolver ever made. The ears 
of the underworld are everywhere. And the pos- 
session of a Smith & Wesson commands respect. 


A 32 or 38 calibre S. & W. Safety makes accidental discharge by adult or child impossible. 


Our Descriptive Booklet “D” will interest you—it will be sent free upon request. 


SMITH &WESSON 


SPRINGFIELD, 
THE «- REVOLVER 


MASS., U.S.A. 
MANUFACTURER 








Be Water Wise 


Take to the water this 
summer — in a Cruisabout— 
sleep comfortably in its 
roomy berths—lounge care- 
lessly about during the day 
—fish to your heart’s content 
from its cockpit—feast off 
the glorious meals that come 
from its well fitted galley! 
Leave all your troubles 
ashore ! 








This Summer! 


Water motoring, with no 
crowded and dusty roads, 
will reveal to you an entirely 
new pleasure. 


The Cruisabout folder will 
bring you complete details 
about this superb boat. It 
will be sent freely and in- 
stantly at “your request. 
Write for it to-day! 








398 Sweeney Street 


New York Chicago 
Washington 





RICHARDSON BOAT COMPANY, Inc. 
North Tonawanda, N. Y. 


Cruisabout display rooms in: 
Detroit 
Amityville, L. 1. 


Philadelphia Boston 
Galveston, Texas 

















TT, 
Mrs. Pep’s Diary . 

April Our house still radiant with 
10th Easter flowers, which a 
holding out more bravely 

than I could have hoped in the face of 
Sam’s original ideas of tempering th 
rooms at night for their preservatio, 
but I did warn him that if he blastej 
the rose tree, I should be off to a firm 
of divorce lawyers without stopping for 
my morning tea. Marge Boothby jy 
betimes, telling how she had received , 
plant so dead and bedraggled both x 
to blossom and foliage, in spite of costly 
ribbon and sturdy pussy willow, thy 
she had telephoned the florist in ange 
that he had sent her something whic 
looked like a joke, whereto he respond. 
ed that he suspected the donor haj 
meant it as such, having selected it from 
the back yard cast-outs, so that zany of 
an A. Dodds is up to his old tricks 
again, and I wonder that the florist did 
not have him sent to Bellevue for lay- 
ing out all that money on nought but; 
laugh, which would not have been » 
good, neither, if Marge had failed his 
expectation of her reaction. To Alic 
Acton’s for luncheon, of hors d’ceuvres, 
shad roe, a vegetable casserole and rum 
sherbet, all very fine, and afterwards ty 
cards, Alice showing us a new way of 
arranging goulash hands which | & 
fear even to mention in my diary be 
cause of the thirst for informatio 
which my admission about onion sow 
au gratin did awaken, but I can at least 
say that, after the goulash has bee 
dealt, four cards are exchanged with 











y 
Richardson 
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MASTER (-ruisabout— ) 


The Great Man Solves an Industrial Problem 

HE great man, noted for his un- 

willingness to talk, sat back and 

listened with interest to the roundtable 
discussion among his subordinates. 


each of the (Please turn to page 43) 











The great man continued to stare into 
space long after they had gone. 

“TI wonder,” he said to himself, “what 
the deuce they were talking about. 





For hours the conference continued, 
and still the oracle remained silent, 
strong, impassive. 

The participants in the issue before 
the board had at length exhausted it and 
themselves. All eyes then turned to the 
stolid figure at the head of the table. 

“What’s your opinion, Chief?” they 
asked as one. 

The great man blinked reflectively. 
At length he spoke. 

“T think,” he said slowly, “that much 
of what you have said is correct. I 
suggest, however, that each of you work 
out the problem in your own way. That 
is my best judgment.” 

The subordinates jumped to their 
feet and shook his hand warmly, de- 
parting much encouraged. 


Phew! That was a close call!” 


Tom F. Barry. 


Why Judges Wear Out 
Wuewn I my fellow-creatures kill 
I suffer from a mental ill. 
To hang me, then, is wrong, indeed; 
Simple restraint is all I need. 


But once confined by lock and chain, 
I suddenly am sound and sane. 
How cruel, then, that I should be 
Defrauded of my liberty! 

—New York Times. 








It’s coming—Neart Week— 


the NEW LIFE—See page 41 














Eyes that have 


6 99 


“IT”. . . that magnetic something 
which attracts others . . . usually 
lies in the eyes. Don't be dis 
couraged if your own eyes aft 
dull, lifeless and unattractive. A 
few drops of harmless Murine will 
brighten them up and cause them 
to radiate “IT.” 60c everywhere. 
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GENER A L 











uE closed body you see on the lowest priced 
General Motors car is the equal in every funda- 
mental factor to the body of the finest, costliest 
car ever built. For the body of that lowest priced 


car—like the closed bodies of a// General Motors 


cars—is a Body by Fisher—and Fisher employs a [ y | i i | ) R 
single standard of craftsmanship. In the building of 
all Fisher Bodies only that construction and 


CADILLAC «+ LA SALLE «+ BUICK 


engineering recognized as the best are employed. OAKLAND + OLDSMOBILE 


Fisher always serves quality and value first. PONTIAC « CHEVROLET 








“BEND YOUR ARMS LIKE HELL, JOHNNY!” 











Among His Books 
“I visrr my friends occ asionally,” 
marked the book lover, “merely for the pur- 
pose of looking over my library.” 
—St. Louis Post- Dispatch, 
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“I SAY, IT’S QUARTER OF TWELVE. WHERE’LI 
a > WE HAVE LUNCH—PEKIN OR MELBOURNE?” 
—Kasper (Stockholm). —Le Monde Colonial (Paris). 
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ghty - sever | brought forth on this continent a new nation, \s~ os ye* 
Be more canefuk conceived in liberty, and dedicated to the propo- 2y**~° Pv 


sition that all men are(created equal.) Now we ae 
Quo > * are engaged i in a great civil war, testing whether goo 
eo 


- hat nation, or any nation so@onceived)and so , Nat 
Ter CR struc. y ‘ ' y 
Se dedicated, can long endure. 


é' (We) are met on a 
3° great battle-field of that war. (We have come to Va ue! 
















dedicate a portion of that field, as a final resting- 
et -_ Gedicate a portion & 
1s thw a we place for those ‘who here _gave their lives that sry! 
. wheal w & as their nation might live. (ii is altogether fitting ~ 
\\"—* and proper that we should do this. But, in a ge: Nerd i 

ee larger sense, we cannot dedicate, we cannot 

P consecrate, we cannot,hallow,, this(groun he § 

MLanu cn. Sp. 
gow a Gu iue?? brave men, living and dead, who stuagled here 


have consecrated it far above our power to add We: 


nee! or detract. The world will little note, nor long ws 
? remember, what we say(here) but it can never VFR ‘ A W Kt | 
\\\ forget what they didthere) It is for us the living, 
cee see ‘ rather, to be dedicated(here) to the unfinished es A a2 
Be wort A work which they who foughter@have thus far ee ~ 
D: so nobly advanced. 
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Sap PLicHT oF ENGLISH A THEMES 
—Harvard Lampoon, 
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WHILE 
traveler from this city dropped in one after- 


yon at what he took to be a tea house. 
He gradually became aware that he had 
a mistake, and the nature of it was 
revealed to him when he was approached 
, attendant who spoke some English. 
It seems he had invaded an exclusive club 


ne 
made 
by al 
for 


showed 


thought 


something courteous to say. 
and then smiled and said: 


very soon. 


His Sister (wrathfully): 
did you come 
DazeD YourTu: 
the stairs, 
me on the 
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Japanese Courtesy 
visiting in Tokio last winter a 


Neither Seen Nor Heard 
I po not vouch for the following story, 
which reaches me from Oxford. 








The attendant 
There the Oriental 
groping for 
He scowled 
“Come again— 


gentlemen. 
him to the door. 


a moment, obviously 


"—_New Yorker. 


An Aberration 
How on earth 
to propose to her? 

Well, we were sitting on 
ind some one came and kicked 
back of the head. 





—Daily News & Westminster Gazette. 
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Time to Cram 
before exam time, and the 
“IT was 


just 


THOUGHTLESSNESS 
—Kasper (Stockholm). 





A youtn’s mustache was the 


The aged and reverend head of one of the 
numerous Halls there maintains the tradi- 
tional practice of having undergraduates to 
tea on Sunday afternoon. Dr. - 
and immersed in things not of this world, 
and tea-time conversation is apt to tag. 

Recently a newcomer, nervously 
break a_ peculiarly 
silence, said: “I say, sir, have 
Dolly Sisters?” 


— is old, 


eager to 
burst of 
you seen the 


depressing 


“No,” replied the reverend gentleman re- 
flectively, “I cannot say that | have. In- 
deed, I cannot recollect ever having heard 


of the order.”—London Evening News. 


Glass of Soda with tablespoonful Abbott's Bitters a 
goal tonic and palatable. Sample Bitters by mail, 
25 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore 


K. O. 


A sports journal says it is time for a new 


champion British heavyweight to arise. Why 


—has some one counted ten? 


—Passing Show 


(London). 


pioneer of 








up,” he explained, “with a thick the installment plan—a little down and then He jests at scars who never lived in Chi- 
Detroit News. a little more each week.—Louisville Times. cago.—St. Louis Post-Dispatch. 
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For horsepower—for speed—for stamina—for long life—for 


downright dependability, the Kermath Boat Engine will cost 


you less than any comparable selection you might make. 


A wide range of sizes and speeds from which to choose, yet 

each possesses the uncommon combination of simplicity, re- 
Kermath. 
Write and tell us in what size or type you would be interested. 
$135 to $2300 


liability and economy. Low cost. That's 


3 to 150 H. P. 


KERMATH MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
5870 Commonwealth Avenue, Detroit, Michigan 


90 Kino Sr. West., Toronto, Ontario 


“A Kermath Always Runs” 
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Gentlemens: Furnishing Goods, 


MADISON AVENUE COR. FORTY-FOURTH STREET, N. Y. 














(© encons snowman 
Clothes and Accessories 
| for Spring 
Send for Brooxs’s Miscellany 
BOSTON PALM BEACH NEWPORT 


RITTLE BUILDING PLAZA BUILDING AUDRAIN BUILDING 
con. Govistorn Coun ry Reas 


220 Beucwwe Avenue 








Beyond New Mexico’s train horizons 
explore by motors, in Santa Fe-Harvey 
comfort, a little known America of 
primitive Mexican villages, Spanish 
Missions, Indian Pueblos, prehistoric 
cliff dwellings and buried cities—all 
set in the matchless scenery of the 
Southern Rockies. Over a mile in the 
air, the cool, dry climate is a revela- 
tion in summer. 


Two-day Puye Detour—$40 


Historic Santa Fé Trail and Old Santa 
Fe; Tesuque, Santa Clara and Santa 
Domingo Indian pueblos, and the 
great cliff dwellings at Puyé. 


Three-day Taos-Puye-Detour— 
$57.50 


All of the two-day Detour plus a mag- 
nificent 150-mile motor drive to fasci- 
nating Taos Pueblo, via the rugged 
gorge of the upper Rio Grande. 


oe NOTE: Rates cover every 
(A expense, including motor 
transportation, 

courier service, 

meals, and hotel 
accommodations 


with bath. 


Mail Coupon 


i 
! W. J. Black, Pass. Traf. Mgr. 

! Santa Fe System Lines 

1 1042-A Railway Exchange, Chicago 

H Please send me free picture folder about the 
| “Indian-detour” and “Harveycar” Motor Cruises. 
! 
! 
i 
! 
t 














Owing to the time it takes to print 
Lire, readers should verify from the daily 
newspapers the continuance of the at- 
tractions at the theatres mentioned below. 


More or Less Serious 


American Laboratory. 222 East 54th St.—Inti- 
mate presentation of some excellent plays. Bole- 
slavsky’s noteworthy direction. 


Civic Repertory. Fourteenth St.—Last week of a 
triumphant season for Eva Le Gallienne and her 
company. For repertory see daily papers. 


Coquette. Maxine Elliott’s—Faultless acting by 
Helen Hayes in an exquisite tragedy of the South. 


Dracula. Fulton—Spooks, mystery, vampires and 
so on—all the better to scare you with, my child. 


Interference. Lyceum—Polite London melodrama. 
Murder handled with care, and E. Matthews 
innocent but willing to shoulder the crime. 


_ The Ladder. Cort—The seats are free. 
it out for yourself. 


The Mystery Man. Bayes—One of the lesser 
mystery plays of the season. 


The Outsider. 
peutics get tangled up in a thrilling drama. 
Isobel Elsom and Lionel Atwill. 


The Scarlet Fox. Masque—Sergeant Devlin of the 
great Northwest does some strong, silent stuff in this 
one. Willard Mack as author and star provides a 
good evening. 


The Silent House. Morosco—Allan Dinehart and 
Helen Chandler in a creepy treasure hunt. Oriental 
touches add to the mystery. 


Figure 


Ambassador—Love and thera- 
With 


Strange Interlude. Golden—A woman with the 
courage of her emotions furnishes Eugene O'Neill 
with enough material to begin a play at five-thirty 
and end it at eleven. And what is more, it holds the 
audience. Lynn Fontanne and a grand Guild cast. 


Ten Nights in a Barroom. Wallack’s—Sophisti- 
cates may now see how the old barnstormers tried to 
put over Prohibition. 


The Trial of Mary Dugan. National—Court- 
room solution of a murder mystery. With Ann 
Harding and Rex Cherryman as the accused and her 
attorney-brother. Fine theatre. 


Comedy and Things Like That 


The Bachelor Father. Belasco—Three extraor- 
dinary children—the wages of sin—come home to 
keep their erring father company and succeed 
riotously. With June Walker and Geoffrey Kerr. 


Bottled. Booth—An amusing little play about 
bootlegging in Kentucky. 


The Breaks. Klaw—The Nugents in a Texan 
melodrama. To be reviewed later. 


Plymouth—Love will find a way even 


Burlesque. 1 
One of the season's 


back stage in a burlesque show. 
best. 

Excess Baggage. Rits—Heart throbs in the two- 
a-day. A great show working up to a spectacular 
finale. 

The Ivory Door. ( 
out. Written especially for 
imaginations. 

Our Betters. Henry Miller’s—American climbers 
in England as seen through Somerset Maugham’s 
revealing lens. Ina Claire smartly animating the 
satire. 


Charles Hopkins—Realists keep 
those with certified 


Paris Bound. Music Box—The froth that floats 
upon the bitter cup of infidelity. Madge Kennedy, 
as the wife, leaves well-enough alone—so we're all 
just where we were before. 

The Play’s the Thing. Empire—Some of Molnar’s 
sugar-coated naughtiness made still more delectable 
by Holbrook Blinn’s excellent acting. 


(Continued on next page) 
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Fisherman Says He 
Never Gets a “Bite” 


From This Tobacco 





Let a man find a hole where the fish are 
biting well, and nine times out of ten, if 
he is a true sportsman, he will let his 
friends in on the good news. 


Evidently the same thing holds true 
of pipe-smokers. Take the case of Mr. 
Massey, for example. He has learned 
from a fellow fisherman how good 
Edgeworth is, and now wants to tell the 
world about it himself. 


Jasper, Tenn., 
March 23, 1927 
Larus g Bro. Co., 
Richmond, Va. 
Gentlemen : 

I have always wanted to smoke a 
pipe. After several attempts I gave my 
“taste” up, for with each trial I got a 
blistered tongue. 

One evening, when looking over a 
certain outdoor magazine, I read that 
a certain fisherman could catch more fish 
when using “Edgeworth,” so I decided 
I would try “his” tobacco—for I am no 
poor fisherman! 

The next day I tried to secure Edge- 
worth. The local country storekeeper 
did not have it, so I sent by a friend to 
the city for my first Edgeworth. Two 
things have happened: I still smoke 
Edgeworth, and the local storekeeper 
always has a supply. 

I catch fish and never get “a bite” 
from Edgeworth! 

Yours for keeps, 
H. Vv. Massey 


Fishermen are men of action rather 
than of words, and when they talk they 
usually “say something.” So, when such 
a sportsman sings the praises of Edge- 
worth well, it ought to mean something. 

To those who 
have never tried 
Edgeworth, we make 
this offer: 

Let us send you 
free samples of Edge- 
worth so that you 
may put it to the 
pipe test. If you like 
the samples, you'll 
like Edgeworth 

wherever and 
whenever you 
buy it, for it 
never changes 
in quality. 
Write your 
name and address 
to Larus 

Brother Company, 

16 S. 21st Street, 

Richmond, Va. 


Edgeworth is sold in various sizes t0 
suit the needs and means of all pur 
chasers. Both Edgeworth Plug Slice 
and Edgeworth Ready-Rubbed are 

acked in small, pocketsize packages, 2 

andsome humidors holding a po 
and also in several handy in-between 
sizes. 

‘ : , Ric 
{ nr By 7 orl Sg et 
Frequency 1180 kilocycles. 
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eT 
Confidential Guide 
(Continued from page 36) 
een’s Husband. Playhouse—R. E. Sher- 
B. 3 oriling comedy, with family and national 
yolutions cleverly handled by a timid little King 
whe completely steals your heart away. Roland 
Young as His Majesty. 
The Royal Family. Selwyn—Here we come upon 


some rather high-hat stage folk in genuine human 
moments. Exciting entertainment with tears and 
laughter. 

The Shannons of Broadway. Martin Beck — 
Rustic drama with a Broadway flavor, made into a 
swell show by the Gleasons. 


Volpone. Guild—Robust and scandalous goings- 
on amongst the Venetians of the Seventeenth Cen- 
tury. A new version of Ben Jonson's hilarious old 
comedy. To be reviewed later. 


Eye and Ear Entertainment 


A Connecticut Yankee. Vanderbili—What ho, 
syncopation! says King Arthur in this splendid 
musical version of Mark Twain's classic. 


The Five O’ Clock Girl. Shubert—A real success. 
Pretty Mary Eaton still dancing away, and Oscar 
Shaw smiling and singing. What more do you want? 


Funny Face. Alrin—One of the shows that get all 
our money—with the blame falling upon those danc- 
ing Astaires, and William Kent and Victor Moore, 
who do the “‘laughs.”’ 

Golden Dawn. Hammerstein’s—Operetta in a big 
way, with Louise Hunter heading the cast. The score 
is rather better than the book. 

Good News. Forty-Sixth St.—Co-education with 
asinging and dancing accompaniment. This season's 
pace-maker for musical comedy. 

Greenwich Village Follies. Winter Garden—Typi- 
cal Winter Garden revue—speedy and amusing in 
spots. To be reviewed later. 

Keep Shufflin’. Eltinge—Miller and Lyles stage 
one of the most crackling colored shows seen in our 
town. Some fine hoofing. 

Manhattan Mary. A pollo—Even if you take the 
show away and leave Ed Wynn, that will make a 
perfect evening. 

The Merry Malones. 
person in one of his own. 


Erlanger’s—Mr. Cohan in 
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Belmont 
Hospitality 
Everyone Eats 
Betmont Hore service is 
regarded as a boon by resi- 
dents of New York City as 
well as by the traveling pub- 
lic. As a matter of fact a large 
percentage of its income is 
derived from local patronage. 


Scores of families use it 
whenever they want a par- 
ticularly fine dinner or wish 
to entertain some esteemed 
friend better than it would be 
possible at home; also be- 
cause they are absolutely re- 
lieved of all worry in the 
matter of arrangements or 
the vexing problem of the 
very best menu. 


The Belmont barber shop 
has a similarly flattering 
patronage, and some of the 
most talked-of men in the 
United States use it when- 
ever they can do so. 


Hotel Belmont 
Park Ave. and 42nd St. 
At Grand Central Terminal 


New York City 


A Bowman Bittmore Hore 
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Keeps Your Hair 




















Neat, 


‘Rich-looking and Orderly 


iy! your hair lacks natural gloss and 
lustre, or is difficult to keep in place, 
it is very easy to give it that rich, glossy, 
refined and orderly appearance, so essen- 
tial to well-groomed men. 

Just ruba little Glostora through your 
hair once or twice a week,—or after 
shampooing, and your hair will then 
stay, each day, just as you comb it. 

Glostora softens the hair and makes 
it pliable. Then, even stubborn hair will 
Stay in place of its own accord. 

It gives your hair that natural, rich 


== Glostora 





well-groomed effect, instead of leaving 
it stiff and artificial looking as waxy 
pastes and creams do. Glostora also 
keeps the scalp soft, and the hair healthy 
by restoring the natural oils from which 
the hair derives its health, life, gloss and 
lustre. 

Try it! See how easy it is to keep your 
hair combed any style you like, whether 
brushed lightly or combed down flat. 

If you want your hair to lie down par- 
ticularly smooth and tight, after apply- 
ing Glostora, simply moisten your hair 
with water before brushing it. 

A large bottle of Glostora costs but a 
trifle at any drug store. 

A generous sample FREE upon request. 


Send This Coupon and Try it FREE 


THE R. L. WATKINS COMPANY 


28—G—37 


1276 West 3rd Street, Cleveland, Ohio 
Please send me FREE, a sample of GLOSTORA, all charges paid. 








aide : 
get together with a 


My Maryland. Casino—The Blue and the Gray, 
by Stonewall Jackson and Barbara Frietchie, 
ne score and a real book. 


Rain or Shine. Cohan—A first-rate circus com- 


pletely surrounded by Joe Cook. 


Rosalie. New Amsterdam—Two acts and eleven 


scenes of Marilyn Miller and Jack Donahue at their 


best. 


Add Gershwin music and settle down for a 


swell time. 


Show Boat. Ziegfeld—Romantic extravaganza of 


early Mississippi days with the troupers. Some fine 


harmony, including “‘Ol’ Man River.” 


With Charles 


Winninger, Helen Morgan and Puck and White. 


Waldorf—A clever little musical 


Take the Air. 


comedy of aviation with Will Mahoney, one of the 
funniest comedians now at work. 


The Three Musketeers. Lyric—A royal show. 


Dumas’ swaggering lads and their romantic tale, 


F 


orified to the utmost by Mr. Ziegfeld and the 
riml score. 








Comine—Next Week—the NEW LIFE! 
See Page 41 








: , econom- 
May) ical most en- 
aa’) joyable way. 
Car rent $50. 
a week. 


Motor Map $1. 


oe we 
i 
PARTOUT TOWURENG inc. 
AUTO SERVICE ABROAD 
S51 FIFTH AVE. NEW YORK CITY 











38 Life _ 


CANADIAN NATIONAL—TO EVERYWHERE IN CANADA Along the Main Stem 


EAR Pat WI tarp: 

Well, old timer, I am grieving for 
you. Your very sad letter is indeed dis. 
tressing and I’m sorry your pappy js 
so dead against your coming back to 
New York when school lets out. What’; 
come over the old sapodillo, anyway? 
He’s probably been reading that very 
odd McIntyre again and believes that 
Broadway is full of boogey-mans. (Or 
that his little boy Willard might be 
taken in by confidence men or (what 
the syndicated columnists call) “Broad- 
way Butterflies.” Good heavens, Wil- 
lard, your old man is getting to be a 
regular “ah-ah,” which is the latest 
New Yorkese for a great big pain in 
the neck! At any rate, he’s as tire- 
some as a nice girl who brags about it, 
but don’t quote me. 

















ND while I don’t know any new 

card tricks, you might be amused 
to learn that the night clubs, which are 
always holding you up without a gun, 
are asking someone to throw a benefit 
for them. Well, not all of them, Wil- 
lard, but most of them have either 
wilted under the warm spell or have 
closed on general principles. Those of 
us nightloafers who must keep goin’ 
places and doin’ things have discovered 


THE GEM of THE ROCKIES , that the smarter hotel roofs are the 


cat’s, particularly when a guy wants to 


; : : They only tap you for a dollar cou- 
Alpine paradise of the Canadian ' vert charge, Willard, the music is swell 
Rockies. 5300 square miles of scenic and you can easily get by with less 
grandeur, including many of the highest than a ten spot. And you don’t have 
peaks of this famous mountain region. to wear your consommé and herring, 
< : either! The Biltmore, Commodore, 
Here, you can enjoy many and varied recreations. Moun- McAlpin, Astor and the other class 
tain climbing with Swiss guides. Golf on an 18-hole joints are enticing People Like Me who 
course, and in a most sone se setting. Glorious hours invariably go out with Other Fellers 
of trail riding or hiking through scented forests, past lake Girls, and the only fault I find with 
. . . these roof gardens is that you're not 

and roaring torrent. Motoring on the finest of mountain heel 0 ab ae a ele wn 
roads, including the scenic Athabaska Valley drive to after 1 a. m. However, any of the 
Mount Edith Cavell. Unsurpassed bathing in outdoor 3,000 speakeasies in the Times Square 


heated pool, and boating on beautiful Lac Beauvert. District serve as the next stop—if your 
‘ : . John Held, Jr., type doesn’t have to 
At Jasper Park Lodge you revel in a pleasing relaxation go home early, so there, as someone is 


of formality. Accommodation for 500 guests. Rates alleged to have once said, you are! 
$7.50 a day up, American Plan. Open May 21st to Sept. 


30th. Jasper Golf Week, Sept. 8th to Sept. 15th. HEN there’s the nice-vice places on 
the Boston Post Road. The Post 


Lodge, near Larchmont, where the col- 
ANADIAN NATIONAL lege ladies slways gathered, ns 
eee SN RRB MT 


opened, and the Ross-Fenton Farm, 


CThe Largest Railway System in America near Asbury Park, is oke. If you want 


to get tony, there’s the Canoe Place 


af yBoston -,, OFFICES restend, Me. Inn, near Southampton ee Long — 
333 Washington St. rand Trunk Ry. Sta, e your table reservation 
Bufo iti Shind. ton, Please send me your free booklet on where they hold y dovagitoalg: 
11 So. Division St. 706 Grand Ave. Pacific Building Jasper National Park. LIFE-4 for thirty minutes. If you are late, 
Cheapo Los Angeles ——— you don’t get it no matter what your 
oa. “ee No. Broad soci ding is. If it i draped 
D ere Minneapolis *!* ag ne aa social standing is. it is un . 
ixie Termina g- ’ t. Pau . “ : a . 
49 E. 4th Street *18 Second Ave. So. 93 Race Fifth Street girl shows you crave, the Silver 5 4 
Cleveland pa A gy oe San Francisco per and the Frivolity Clubs on Broa 
948 Union Trust Bldg. ifth Ave. 689 Market St. Noggin nd Miss 
Detroit ny, weve Seattle way make you breathless, a A 
1259 Griswold St. 1500 Chestnut St. 1329 Fourth Ave. : has renovated -her joy & 
Duluth Pittsburgh Washington,D.C. Guinan ai - 
430 W. Superior St. 505 Park Building 15th © I Sts. N. W. (Please turn to page 4+) 


Wa Jasper National Park, the (| put on some dog with his g. f. 




















land, 
ation 
late, 
your 
aped 
Slip- 
road- 


er 


? 
s 
= 
3 
F 




















The skill of the medieval 
swordsmiths was an heritage 
from generations at the for ge 











ACKARD crankshafts, gears, axles— 

and all of the many forgings so vital 
in upholding the Packard reputation for 
performance and long life—are fashioned 
with supreme skill and the most modern 
of precision equipment. 


Batteries of huge drop forges, with their 
costly dies, shape selected steels into 
Packard parts with a speed and exact- 
ness unknown to the craft but yesterday. 


Packard cars are now priced from $2275 to $4550. 


For while the forging of metal is as old 
as history, only with the perfection of 
modern tools—in which Packard has 
long held leadership—has drop forging 
reached its highest development. 


Every Packard part must conform to 
Packard’s inflexible standards. Fine 
materials, fine craftsmen, fine tools— 
these are factors which for nearly thirty 
years have made the Packard the favored 
car of the world’s first families. 


Individual custom models from $3875 to $8725, at Detroit 


PAG KAR 
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Owns ONE 
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WATCH FOR THIS COVER—ON 
EVERY NEWS-STAND—NEXT WEEK 


Ww HAVE been doing a lot of intimating lately 
about the mew LIFE. 


Next week, we shall stop intimating and come down 
to cases. 


The new Lire will be new in its physical appearance 
—typography, make-up, column-size, and all sorts of 
things like that. 


Furthermore, there will be new features by new writers 
and new artists in the new LIFE. 


Thus—in its superficial trimmings—Lire will assume 
an entirely different aspect. It will resemble no other 
publication that has ever been seen on the face of this 
earth. 


Fundamentally, however, Lire will be just what it 
always has been, and always will remain: a revue of 


American life—witty and wise, satiric and sympathetic, 
humorous and humane. 


The list of contributors to next week's issue will in- 
clude Grantland Rice, Robert Benchley, Milt Gross, 
E. S. Martin, Baird Leonard, F. G. Cooper, Walter 
Winchell, A. A. Wallgren, Franklin P. Adams, Neal 
O’Hara, R. E. Sherwood, Henry Suydam, John Held, 
John Kieran, Agnes Smith, and Arthur Guiterman. 


Weare not asking you to subscribe for LirEnow. (You 
will note that the usual offensive coupon fails to appear 
on this page.) We are only asking you, urging you, to 
give the new LiFe your careful consideration: buy it, 
borrow it, pick it up in the Pullman club car, or in the 
dentist's ante-room; but /ook it over! 


Then if you like it, we'll leave it to you to obey that 
impulse. 





The NEW LIFE will open a NEW chap- 


ter in the History of American Humor 


























The flavor 

of fresh mint 

leaves adds to your 
Springtime joys. 


IN *‘After Every meal’’ 





AUTOMATIC “If the Mountain Won’t Come—” 
CONCERTINA ApapTaBiLity is the secret of success of 


(Smali Size Accordion) —- i ° 
the modern girl “on her own. 

Played with : 
Interchangeable Rolls A young lady we know rents a charming 


Without any faint idea] flatlet of one bedroom, one sitting-room, 
of music or notes, with- . 
out study or practice, you can play perfect like an and one kitchenette. Recently she bought 
artist apr songs, dances, fox trots, one steps, opera P : » - shin P 
vsecce Mig es Nobody ean see the mechanical ‘arrange. | @ dinner wagon, on which she arranged her 


ment, everybody must think you are an artist. Wonder- pale ¢ > , ale. + > oitti ™ 
ot. ler aate Ga an ee ae ae) als and then wheeled it into the sitting 


animents. Music is wanted and welcomed everywhere. j > . ize i ; 7 nd © 

Se. See oe ee room in orde r to economize in journeys. To 

for Home, Concerts, Paid Entertainers. $30.00, $45.00] her disappointment, however, she found that 

and $60.00 and free music rolls. Descriptive cirenler . - 
J. mailed free. TRE ASURE SALES COMPANY, the wheels of the vehicle made marks on her 

Toso Boston Road, New York, N. Y. . 

linoleum and she had to abandon the scheme. 


, 


“And what do you do now?” we asked 


HARRIS TWEED fss"*totsersissct|"S 
Homespupns, direct “ ” — . ‘a » @ ) 2 
from makers suit- Oh,” was the re ply ee go out to the 


Jengths by post, $2.00 per yd. Samples free on stating | kitchenette and dine off the dinner wagon.” 
shades desired. NEWALL, 277 Stornoway, Scotland —London Daily Chronicle. 


CALLOUSES Look Out Below! 


- - Ir was past midnight and the ominous 
ar ai tree wedi tramp of heavy feet was heard on the stairs. 
At all drug, shoe and dept. stores—35¢ “What is that?” she cried, clinging to her 


DrScholl’s airman aren. 


“Sounds like your father coming down 


Zino-pads Fe oyna out of control,” he replied in the jargon of 
For Free Sample, write The Scholl Mfg. Co., Chicago | his profession.—Boston Transcript. 














Reversal of Form 

ENRY, I tell you that J don’ 

need any new clothes. Don’t e 
asperate me by insisting that I do, 
don’t—that’s final. I ought to kno, 
whether you need buy me any more 
clothes or not. You've spent enough 
money on my wardrobe alre; ady, | 
should think. There are a couple ¢ 
skirts in the closet that need a ith), 
touching up with the needle to be , 
good as new. Instead of letting then 
molder away I might as well get som 
wear out of them. And the re’s that 
pair of low-heeled shoes that I haven’ 
worn all year. They're just splendij 
for outdoor wear, you know. And they 
there are any number of presentabl 
hats lying around that are still good for 
another season. No, Henry, there's ny 
use arguing—you can’t get away by 
complaining that you'd have to buy me 
a whole new outfit. Other men wil- 
ingly take their wives on their’ fishing 
trips and I can’t see why you shouldn't 
take me....” 


Harry Epstein. 


Very White Teeth 
STILL ee 








Ignoring the teeth and attacking 
the gums, the disease of neglect 
(Pyorrhea) takes its tolls in health. 
And 4 persons out of 5 after forty 
and thousands younger pay its high 
price. 

Forget these odds and start using 
the dentifrice that does all you can 
expect of an ordinary toothpaste 
and in addition protects you against 
this dread foe. 

Morning and night, daily, brush 
teeth and gums with Forhan’s for 
the Gums. It helps to clean teeth 
white and keep gums firm an 
healthy. As you know, Pyorrhea 
seldom attacks healthy gums. 

Get a tube of Forhan’s from your 
druggist—today .. . 35c and 60c. 


Formula of R. J. Forhan, D. D. S. 
Forhan Company, New York 


Forhan’s lr 


YOUR TEETH ARE ONLY AS HEALTHY AS YOUR cus 
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Mrs. Pep’s Diary 
(Continued from page 32) 
others at the table, the partners’ 
exchange coming last, so that slam 
hands spring up like Jason’s army, and 
the excitement at moments does run 
hilarious and high. Home betimes, be- 
ing greeted by Sam with such profound 
comments upon various matters that I 
did regard him gravely, causing him to 
mutter, “I know. Every time I say 
aught that is spiritual or even serious, 
you suspect me of being in my cups!” 
Nor had the poor wretch had so much 
as a thimbleful, neither, so now I must 
have Dr. Cuff look to his liver. 


April Biscuits for breakfast, but of a 
consistency so unlike Katie’s 

lth ordinary product as to seem 
almost deliberate malice on her part. 
She has, in fact, been so inconveniently 
distrait of late that Sam suspects her 
of having made a fortune in General 
Motors or Radio and, desirous of leav- 
ing us, of kindly doing her worst so that 
we may have the privilege of getting 
the divorce. But it was not from Kip- 
ling alone that I did gain my knowledge 
that it is a poor fate for a female to 
devote her entire life to another 
woman's pots and pans, so, albeit I am 
convinced that Katie can buy and sell 
me as I stand, and that she will prob- 
ably bring fruit and flowers to Sam and 
me when we are sunning ourselves on 
the poorhouse porch, out to the kitchen 
with the black erépe de chine just home 
from the cleaner as though I had no 
more use in life for it because of some 


‘*TOUGH LUCK!’ 


‘*‘Mine hurt too, before I used 
Allen’s Foot=Ease!’’ 


You can’t play your game if your feet 
hurt. Whether you are playing or 
working, if you shake Allen’s Foot=Ease 
into your shoes you can walk all day 
in comfort. 
Allen’s Foot=Ease takes the friction from 
the shoes, soothes tender, tired aching 
feet, absorbs perspiration, and relieves 
the pain of calluses, corns and bunions. 
It will, reduce your 
score, too. 


For Free Sample address 
Allen’s Foot=Ease, Le Roy, N. Y. 


Sold at all druggists and toilet 
goods counters. 


ALLEN’S 
FOOT=EASE 











“€(Q) HERE are you stopping?” is 
the inevitable question asked 
the visitor in New York... To 
sojourn at The ROOSEVELT is a 
mark of social distinction and 
bespeaks a preference for the 
finer things of life. 


BEN BERNIE and his ORCHESTRA 


1100 Rooms~Single or En Suite 


TRAVEL BUREAU with affiliations abroad 
DAY NURSERY for children of guests 


HEALTH INSTITUTE with plunge and 
therapeutic baths 


The 
ROOSEVELT 


NEW YORK 
Madison Avenue at 45th Street 
Underground passage to Grand 
Central and Subway 
EpwarD CLINTON FoGG 
Managing Director 











FLASHES FROM 


Spa 


The improvement on 


riving lights 


invisible defect, and K. so overjoyed 
that she suggested making ice-cream 
for dinner and promised to let me shell 
the peas. The morning gone in going 
through my old hats with Virgie, and 
I did find one of four seasons back with 
which I was so loath to part that I did 
stick a diamond pin on the front of it 
to remove the curse of its antiquity and 
did wear it out to luncheon with K. 
Angell, who did swear, upon demand, 
that she would never have guessed my 
awful secret, albeit she agreed with me 
that probably no woman so courageous 
as I was abroad this day. So home, and 
whilst ascending in the lift, I did hear 
our neighbor below confide to the opera- 
tor that his radio had collapsed, and I 
was at some pains not to burst into the 
Gloria in Excelsis, for the news did 
mean that Sam would get through our 
evening of bridge with the Bannings 
without undue profanity. 


Baird Leonard. 


ort-li 


The Optimist: “I can see 
good in anything.” 


The Motorist: “That so? Can 
you see good in driving 
at night without a 


SPORT-LITE?” 


Longer, Stronger Beam 
easiest to operate. Most 
beautiful appearing — moder- 
ately priced. A standard acces- 
— most cars. Complies 
with legal restrictions in all 
states. DeLuxe size $25.00— 
small size $17.50. 


Fill out coupon for information. 


UNITY MFG. CO. 
2017 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 


UNITY MBG. CO. 

2017 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 

Please send information on SPORT-LITES. 
ee sonestinnniinaeaduana a 


Jor ES: I hear the head of the Dig- 
genheim mining interests is going 
to retire, 


Srru: Yes, he can afford to rest on 
his ores. 








Life 








How modern 
is your watch-chain 2 


PERHAPS it isn’t modern at all! 
How long have you been wearing 
it? . . . A new chain costs very 
little. . .. 
show you his 


Ask your jeweler to 
complete assortment | 
of Simmons Chains. And compare 
the chain you’re wearing now with | 
the smart, new Simmons designs! | 
Especially notice the Bondstreet. | 
This handsome Simmons Walde- | 
mar has established a new style 
trend for watch-chains. 

Simmons Chains are made in 
all four standard styles—Dickens, 
Vest, Belt and Waldemar. Our 
process of drawing natural, green | 
or white gold over a stout metal | 
core assures long wear. . . . The | 
chain shown here is a Bondstreet | 
—No. 29589. Price, $11.25. R. F. 
Simmons Co., Attleboro, Mass. 





SIMMONS 


TRADE MARK 


Salat 





Along the Main Stem 
(Continued from page 38) 
porium with wistaria and other sum- 

mery doodads. 

I've gathered a mess of statistics, 
too, Willard. I’ve discovered that if 
somebody decided to count all the elec- 
tric lights on Broadway and placed 
them on top of each other they'd prob- 
ably topple over. There’s a honey to 
tell out there where the men are men 
and the women are darn glad of it! I 
do hope you've already been left limp 
by that amazing foxtrot called “I Can't 
Give You Anything but Love.” It’s a 
darb of a tune, old boy, and Walter 
Donaldson, who did “Blue Heaven,” 
has a ringer in “There Must Be a Sil- 
ver Lining.” Still, when the band 
renders “My One and Only” from 
“Funny Face” I get very sentimental. 
I care for that ditty in a very big way, 
because it reminds me of Adele Astaire, 
Helen Morgan, Kathryn Ray, Dorothy 
Parker, Jessie Reed, Gladys Glad, 
Helen Hayes, Constance Carpenter, 
Katherine Cornell and everybody but 
Sophie Tucker. 


ROADWAY ’S newest wisecrack is, 

“He’s a millionaire. He’s served 
on two Sinclair juries,’ and the ace of 
the gags concerns the India-rubber- 
skin man who was rehearsing with a 
circus and had overslept twice because 
his landlady failed to wake him on time. 
Well, the rubber-skin man begged her 
to be sure and get him up on time or 
he’d lose his job, but she didn’t and 
the poor fellow hastened into his clothes 
when he finally got up, and rushed 
down two flights of stairs before he 
realized that his arm was caught in 
the door! 

Before I forget it, if your sister is 
interested, the phrails on Broadway are 
going in for “elephant shade” hose, 
which is plenty sheer and makes 
shapely-looking youknowhats look hot- 
ter. And Willard, the easiest way tq 
keep cool these nights is to take out 
a chorus girl whose mother likes to come 
along, too. 

The pest who puts the pins in the 
new shirts, 


Walter Winchell. 


A Good Swift One 

One of the best similes we have come 
across in a long time occurs in the March 
Bookman in an article by Herbert Gorman 
describing Ford Madox Ford. Gorman 
comes upon Ford dancing, and says: “He 
plods happily and with a child-like com- 
placency through the dance, his partner 
swaying like a watchfob before him.” 

—New York World. 


A Fritm magnate says that favoritism still 
plays a big part at Hollywood. Complaints 
are certainly being made that the more 
popular movie-stars are getting divorced out 
of their turn.—Punch. 
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What is wrong with this picture? 
The gentleman has just missed a six-inch 
putt and is wreaking vengeance upon an 
unoffending putter. Such behavior is apt 
to givea player the reputation of being a 
“bum sport” or some other term of oppro- 
brium. Humiliating scenes such as this can 
be easily avoided by using any Wilson 
golf ball. They are so nicely balanced that 
they know no deviation from the straight 
and narrow path which leads but to the cup. 
The Hol-Hi—a real golf ball for particular 
golfers, $1.00 each 0.75 per dozen. 
ba Dura-Dist —a fine ball guaranteed for 
2 holes, 75c eac $9.00 per dozen. 


The Cheerio—a sturdy golf ball guaranteed 
for 54 holes, 50c each $6.00 per dozen. 


Ask your Pro or Dealer 


GOLF EQUIPMENT 


WILSON-WESTERN SPORTING GOODS CO. 
New York Chicago San Francisco 
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‘And sleep! 
Man, how I did 


}?? 


sleep! 


WELL, you won't see much of me this 
summer. I intend to spend most of 
my time right here. Though we're 
just on a short trip now, Mary and I 
know this is the ome place for our 
vacation. What a hotel! Splendid 
food, and the guests as friendly as 
you'd want to meet. We sleep like 
tops, too. There’s plenty of sun and 
air in our rooms; it feels mighty good 
to wake up to a place like that 
Jim Coulter (he comes down regularly 
with his family) says he considers this 
his second home. I’m beginning to 
look on it the same way. 

» » » 
We would be glad to send you @ 
booklet further describing Chal fonte- 


Haddon Hall. 


HALFONTE- 
DON HAIL 


ATLANTIC CITY 
American Plan 
LEEDS AND LIPPINCOTT COMPANY 
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